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CHAPTER   I. 


IN    ST.  OUEN. 


A  ND  all  this  time  Dolores  was  half- 
-^^  breaking  her  heart  up  in  the  little 
white  house  that  overlooked  one  of  the 
fairest  scenes,  in  Normandy.  She  seemed 
to  be  quite  changed  from  the  shallow, 
thoughtless  child  we  knew  her  first ;  this 
strange  passion  and  bitter  disappointment 
had  altered  her  nature.  If  things  had 
gone  smoothly,  no  doubt  she  would  have 
remained  as  frivolous  and  superficial  as 
when  we  first  saw  her ;  but  this  grief,  this  con- 
stant dull  pain,  and  waiting  and  longing  for 
what  would  never  come,  had  given  a  depth  to 
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her  feelings  tliat  was  far  from  natural  to  a 
character  like  hers.  But  it  was  sad  to  see 
the  change — to  see  her  transformed  from 
the  blithe,  thoughtless  child,  romping  with 
her  cat  and  dog,  eager  after  flowers  and 
sweetmeats  and  gay  shops,  to  the  sad,  list- 
less girl,  who  noticed  so  little,  and  seemed 
always  brooding  over  a  secret  sorrow. 
She  would  sit  for  hours,  her  hands  lying 
idle  in  her  lap,  her  eyes  far  away  over  the 
distant  green  hills,  while  the  fresh,  soft  air, 
laden  with  all  the  sweet  scent  of  Summer 
flowers,  kissed  her  face ;  and  yet  she  saw 
nothing — nothing  outward  at  least — only 
the  kind,  handsome  face  of  the  man  who 
filled  her  every  thought. 

Marcelline  bustled  about,  and  tried  to 
be  very  brisk  and  cheerful,  but  her  heart 
ached  to  see  the  child  so  silent  and  forlorn. 

"  Tiens !  petite"  she  would  say,  quite 
sharply ;  "  it  is  not  like  that  one  gets 
through  life — always  moping  and  fretting. 
There  arc   more  men  in    the  world   than 
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one.  Ball !  If  he  did  not  think  of  me,  I 
should  be  too  proud  to  break  my  heart 
about  him.  I  would  rather  dress  St. 
Catherine's  hair  than  run  after  a  man  who 
did  not  care  for  me." 

So  the  kind  soul  thought  to  stimulate 
the  child's  pride  into  forgetting  her  sorrow. 

"  Leave  me,"  answered  Dolores,  the 
colour  flushing  into  her  cheeks.  "  If  I  am 
sad,  I  do  not  ask  consolation  or  pity  from 
you. 

"  Do  not  be  angry  with  poor  Marcelline, 
petite  clierie ;  she  only  wants  to  see  you 
smile  again.  Come  down  to  the  market 
to-day,  and  we  will  go  on  the  Quai,  and 
see  the  fine  young  soldiers." 

"  I  care  not  for  the  soldiers — I  hate 
Frenchmen  ! — and  the  market  is  stupid. 
But  I  will  go  to  the  church,  and  you  can 
leave  me  there  until  you  return." 

"  The  church,  the  church, — always  the 
church  !  Petite,  if  you  were  of  our  religion, 
the  good^priests  would  soon  make  a  reJU 

b2 


4  DOLORES. 

gieuse  of  you.  All !  what  a  pretty  little 
sister,  with  the  great  black  hood  and  the 
long,  ugly  dress !" 

"  I  wish  I  was  one,"  replied  Dolores. 

"La,  la!"  cried  Marcelline.  "Wait 
until  you  have  got  over  your  moping  fit, 
and  some  fine  young  fellow  comes  along 
and  wants  to  marry  you,  and  we  shall  see 
then  whether  you  are  still  so  eager  to  be- 
come a  religieuse.  No,  no,  no,  my  child, 
leave  that  to  the  old  and  ugly  ones,  who 
have  no  pretty  faces,  and  no  dots  to  get 
Imsbands  for  them." 

"  I  shall  never  marry,"  cried  Dolores, 
indignantly. 

"  Ah  !  never  is  a  long  time,  cherie.  We 
shall  see,  we  shall  see.  Go  and  put  on 
your  hat,  if  you  will  really  go  to  the  church, 
while  I  run  and  sec  that  Jeanneton  does 
not  spoil  the  godter." 

And  slic  went  off  into  the  kitchen,  where 
sli(>  found  Jeanneton  ruminating  Avith  a 
saucepan  in  her  liand. 
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"  2  iens  f  slie  called  out,  in  her  brisk 
voice,  that  made  the  old  woman  jump,  "  it 
is  not  by  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
kitchen  and  looking  at  the  things  that  the 
work  advances." 

'^Pestef  retorted  her  factotum,  "thou 
wouldst  have  done  well,  thou,  to  drive  the 
poor  negroes ;  it's  always  go  on,  go  on,  go 
on — one  must  not  stop  a  moment  to  get 
up  again  if  one  fell.     I  was  thinking " 

"Ah !  it's  bad  to  think,"  said  Marcelline, 
sarcastically.  "People  who  have  to  earn 
their  bread  should  never  waste  their  time 
like  that.  It's  only  fine  ladies  and  savants 
who  have  to  do  with  that  foolishness." 

"  I  was  thinking,"  persisted  Jeanneton, 
"  that  it's  very  strange  what  has  come  to 
Mam'selle  all  this  Summer." 

"  Ah  !  if  that  was  all  that  thinking  did 
for  thee  !"  answered  Marcelline,  contemptu- 
ously. 

"  Bnt  other  times  she  went  about  sing- 
ing like  a  bird  ;  even  I  could  hear  her,  and 
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she  was  always  in  and  out  of  the  kitchen 
wanting  this  and  that,  and  laughing  at 
everything,  like  a  giddy  one.  Now  she  is 
silent  and  sad.  I  see  her  from  the  window 
sitting  out  on  the  grass  under  the  apple- 
trees,  looking  as  if  she  saw  something  a 
long  way  off,  and  not  even  taking  notice 
of  poor  Fidelio,  who  walks  on  his  hind  legs 
to  please  her." 

"  Thou  seest  a  great  deal,  for  thou  seest 
what  is  not,"  returned  Marcelline,  angrily. 
"  One  cannot  always  remain  a  child ;  if 
Mademoiselle  is  a  little  triste  sometimes, 
the  saints  know  it  is  dull  enough." 

"The  Cure's  brother  has  not  been  a 
long  time,"  said  Jeanneton,  nodding  her 
head  shrewdly. 

"  Oh  !  it  is  that  which  thou  seest  when 
thou  lookst  into  the  saucepans  !"  said  Mar- 
celHno,  irately.  "  Do  thy  work,  my  girl, 
and  leave  thinking  to  thy  betters,"  and  she 
brisked  off  in  not  ilic  best  humour  in  tho 
world. 
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A  few  minutes  later,  she  and  Dolores 
came  out  of  the  gate  together.  There  was 
no  laughing  and  running  on  before  now, 
as  in  the  olden  times,  no  chiding  of  Mar- 
celline  for  her  fatness  and  slowness ;  to- 
day the  faithful  servant  would  have  given 
anything  to  see  the  little  childish  tricks 
and  ways  that  had  tormented  her  formerly. 

"  Sans  adieu,  Mademoiselle,"  she  said, 
cheerfully,  as  the  girl  went  in  at  the  green 
baize  door  of  the  chiu'ch,  and  Dolores  just 
nodded  her  head  in  response. 

"What  does  she  do  all  that  longtime 
by  herself  ?"  Marcelline  wondered.  Then 
she  shook  her  head,  and  went  off  down  the 
hill  to  the  market-place. 

Dolores,  left  to  herself,  wandered  about 
up  and  down  the  long  aisles.  The  time 
was  past  when  she  used  to  skip  to  and  fro, 
with  small  meed  of  reverence,  and  shiver 
at  the  gloom  of  the  old  Norman  church. 
She  did  not  run  curiously  now  and  peer 
into  the  marble  basin,  to  see  the  reflection 
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of  tlie  roof  and  tlie  great  pillars,  nor  strain 
her  eyes  to  the  bright-coloured  windows, 
but  walked  along  listlessly,  sadly,  feeling 
that  the  solemnity  and  mournfulness  of 
the  place  were  sympathetic  to  her  sadness. 
Then  she  sat  down  in  one  of  the  chairs, 
and  began  to  think  about  the  old  subject 
-Guy. 

"Why  does  he  not  write  to  me?"  she 
said.  "  Three  months,  and  he  has  only 
wi'itten  me  that  one  little  letter  with  the 
locket — all  that  I  have  of  him  is  that  and 
the  picture.  Ah  !  it  is  beautiful,  that  pic- 
ture. If  I  had  been  really  like  that,  he 
must  have  loved  me ;  perhaps  at  first  he 
thought  I  was,  and  then  afterwards  he  was 
disappointed.  Where  is  he  now,  I  won- 
der ?  lie  has  quite  forgotten  me  in  the 
midst  of  the  great  people  and  the  beautiful 
ladies  he  must  see  at  home  in  London. 
Does  lie  love  one  of  them  ?  Oh  !  it  would 
break  my  licart,  to  believe  that — that  lie 
gave  to  some  one  else  what  he  refused  to 
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me  !  How  tired  I  am  of  my  life  !  AVill  it 
always,  always  go  on  like  this  ?  And  I 
am  so  young,  so  young,  and  I  have  so 
many  years  to  drag  out  before  I  can 
hope  to  die  !"  Then  the  bitter  tears  came 
into  her  eyes,  and  she  buried  her  face  in 
her  hands. 

Some  one  was  watching  her,  standing  in 
the  shade  of  one  of  the  great  pillars,  and 
feeling  very  pitiful  of  her  sorrow.  It  was 
a  man,  apparently  some  forty  years  of  age, 
rather  tall,  and  slightly  made,  with  a  face 
bronzed  by  exposure,  and  the  kindest  ex- 
pression in  it  that  could  be  imagined.  He 
had  grey  eyes,  set  very,  very  deep  in  his 
head ;  his  hair,  that  had  been  dark, 
was  beginning  to  be  sprinkled  with  white ; 
the  mouth  was  finely  cut,  and  had  a  grave, 
tender  expression.  He  stood  a  long,  long 
time  watching  Dolores,  thinking  how  young 
and  fair  she  was,  and  wondering  what  could 
make  such  a  mere  child  so  sorrowful.  She 
was  not  dressed  in  black,  or  he  might  have 
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tliouglit  her  crying  bitterly  after  some  one 
dear  to  her  who  had  died,  and  her  g-rief 
seemed  too  deep  and  silent  to  be  caused  by 
any  mere  childish  mortification. 

"  Poor  child !  poor  child !"  he  said  to 
himself,  "if  I  could  only  say  or  do  some- 
thing to  comfort  her  !"  But  his  instinctive 
delicacy  made  him  shrink  from  intruding 
on  her  grief. 

Then  presently,  after  a  long  while,  he 
heard  footsteps  approaching,  and  saw  a 
comely,  middle-aged  woman,  in  the  garb  of 
a  servant,  advancing  towards  her. 

"  Tiens,  cherie,  viens  done  avec  ta  pauvre 
Marcelline,"  he  heard  her  say;  and  then 
the  girl  rose  and  went  out,  leaving  the 
stranger  more  puzzled  than  before.  He 
did  not  attempt  to  follow  her,  but  remained 
where  he  was,  leaning  against  the  column, 
as  if  lost  in  thought.  After  a  while  he 
roused  himself,  like  one  who  wakes  up  from 
a  day-dream,  and  leaving  St.  Ouen,  ascend- 
ed  the   hill   slowly,    till   he  came    to  one 
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of  the  white  campagnes  that  dot  the  land- 
scape all  round.  Opening  the  gate,  he 
went  up  the  garden,  and  in  at  the  open 
window,  where  a  lady  was  sitting  writing. 
He  just  greeted  her,  and  she  smiled  a  re- 
sponse ;  then  he  lighted  a  cigar,  and  sat 
down  by  the  glass  door.  Presently  the 
lady  finished  what  she  was  writing,  and 
looked  at  him. 

"  You  seem  to  be  in  a  brown  study  !"  she 
remarked. 

''I  am  puzzled,"  he  answered,  taking 
the  cigar  from  his  lips,  and  looking  thought- 
fully after  the  cloud  that  issued  from  be- 
tween them. 

"  What  has  puzzled  you?" 

"  I  went  into  St.  Ouen  this  morning, 
and  there  was  a  child  there  about  sixteen 
or  seventeen,  with  such  a  lovely  face,  but 
such  a  sad  expression." 

"  Perhaps  she  had  lost  her  father  or 
mother." 

"  No,  I  do  not  think  that,  because  she 
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wore  a  coloured  dress,  and  coloured  ribbons 
in  her  bat." 

"You  were  very  observant,  tben,  for  a 
man  who  professes  not  to  know  anything 
about  ladies'  dress." 

*'I  watched  her  until  she  was  so  en- 
graven on  my  mind,  I  don't  think  I  should 
ever  forget  her.  She  sat  a  long  time  with 
her  face  buried  in  her  hands,  and  when  she 
looked  up  her  eyes — such  beautiful  blue 
eyes  ! — were  full  of  tears.  After  a  time  a 
respectable-looking  servant  came  in  and 
spoke  to  her,  and  she  rose  and  went  away." 

*'  Had  you  the  curiosity  to  follow  her  ?" 

'''  No — it  did  not  occur  to  me.  Mary" 
(this  after  a  long  pause),  "  what  could  have 
ailed  the  child  ?" 

'*  I  do  not  know,  dear.  Perhaps  she  had 
been  disappointed  in  love." 

"  In  love  !"  he  repeated  slowly  after  her 
— **  in  love  !"  And  then  he  went  on  smok- 
ing, and  did  not  speak  again  for  a  long 
time. 
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Mrs.  Power  had  not  failed  to  remark  the 
change  in  Dolores,  although  the  child  strove 
hard  to  hide  her  sorrow  in  her  mother's 
presence.  They  were  rarely  together. 
They  had  never  been  companions,  but  in 
the  old  days  Dolores  bad  been  wont  to 
sing  blithly  about  the  house,  to  romp  with 
her  dog,  to  slam  doors,  and  do  many  things 
that  jarred  on  her  mother's  sensitive,  over- 
strung nerves.  Now  she  went  as  quietly 
about  the  house  as  a  little  ghost.  She  did 
not  laugh,  nor  speak  loud,  and  had  such  a 
dreary,  sorrowful  expression.  At  first,  on 
her  return,  Mrs.  Power  had  fancied  the 
child  suffering  from  some  temporary  indis- 
position, but  as  week  after  week  passed,  and 
she  was  still  silent,  prc-occupied,  mourn- 
ful-looking, the  woman  who  had  seen  and 
suffered  so  much  of  the  world  in  the  days 
gone  by  began  to  have  terrible  forebodings. 
She  had  had  little  sympathy  with  her  child 
so  long  as  she  was  a  merry,  frivolous, 
boisterous  girl ;  but  now,  overshadowed  b}^ 
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the  remembrance  of  her  own  sorrows,  she 
trembled  to  think  that  she  had  brought  into 
the  world  a  creature  with  her  own  capacity 
for  suffering.  But  what  could  ail  the 
child?  One  day  she  said,  with  unwonted 
tenderness,  "  You  seem  unhappy,  my  dear." 
The  child,  who  feared  more  than  loved  her 
mother,  burst  into  tears,  and  ran  out  of 
the  room,  saying,  "I  am  not  unhappy." 
Then  the  mother  sighed  bitterly,  and  mur- 
mured, "  It  is  my  fault.  I  have  been  cold 
to  her,  and  have  never  sought  her  confi- 
dence ;  she  will  not  tell  me  what  she 
suffers."  Then,  painful  as  it  was  to  her 
pride,  she  resolved  to  question  Marcelline. 
It  was  a  Summer  evening.  The  red, 
mellow  sunlight  bathed  the  earth  in  a  flood 
of  gold,  lighting  up  the  red  roses,  the  pas- 
sion-flowers and  jasmine  that  climbed  the 
wall,  and  the  big  white  lilies  growing 
underneath.  It  came  streaming  warm 
through  the  branches  of  the  apple-trees  on 
Dolores'  bright  hair,  across  her  little  white 
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folded  hands,  and  tlie  knot  of  flowers  in 
licr  breast.  The  picture  was  a  fair  one, 
but  the  mother  who  gazed  on  it  turned 
away  with  a  bitter  sigh.  She  heard  Mar- 
celline's  brisk  patter  on  the  polished  stairs, 
and  opening  the  door  she  called  to  her. 

"  Come  in  here,  Marcelline — I  want  to 
speak  to  you  ;"  and  poor  Marcelline,  a  little 
frightened,  obeyed  the  summons. 

Mrs.  Power  pointed  through  the  open 
window  to  where  Dolores  sat. 

"  What  ails  my  daughter  ?"  she  said, 
looking  Marcelline  in  the  face  steadily. 

"Madame?"  stammered  Marcelline,  con- 
fused. 

"  You  ought  to  know.  She  is  quite 
changed,  and  it  is  all  since  I  went  away  to 
England." 

"  Madame  must  remember  that  it  is  triste 
for  Mademoiselle  ;  she  has  no  companions, 
no  society." 

"  Neither  had  she  before,"  said  Mrs. 
Power.     "  Come  away  from  the  window  ; 
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she  may  hear  our  voices.  Now,  Marcelline, 
tell  me  the  truth,  honestly  and  fairly. 
There  is  something  I  do  not  kno^w  of.  If 
there  has  been  any  fault,  any  imprudence, 
on  my  child's  part  or  yours,  I  promise  to 
overlook  it ;  only  tell  me  the  truth." 

Marcelline  stood  for  some  moments 
twisting  her  apron  between  her  jfingers, 
the  colour  deepening  in  her  brown  cheeks. 

"Madame,"  she  said  at  last,  "I  cannot 
say  there  is  anything  to  tell.  Madame 
surmises  for  herself  that  the  cJiere  demoiselle 
has  some  one  in  her  thoughts." 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  murmured  Mrs. 
Power  to  herself.  "  Oh,  how  wrong  I  have 
been  to  leave  her  to  the  care  of  servants  ! 
As  if  she  would  not  grow  into  a  woman 
some  day,  to  suffer  too  !" 

Her  lips  quivered  as  she  looked  up  at 
Marcelline's  embarrassed  face. 

"Marcelline  !"  she  cried,  "  I  implore  you 
to  tell  mo  tlic  trutli.  Am  I  not  her 
mother?"   and    there   were    tears   in   the 
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proud  eyes,  and  the  usually  cold  voice  Lad 
grown  pathetic. 

Marcelline  was  moved.  She  was  afraid 
of  her  mistress — afraid  to  tell  the  truth  ; 
and  yet  she  said  to  herself,  "It  is  my 
duty." 

"  Madame,"  she  began,  in  a  low,  nervous 
voice,  "  you  are  right.  I  would  have  kept 
it  from  you  ;  but  you  are  her  mother — you 
exact  it,  and  I  must  speak.  But,  Madame, 
if  you  blame  me,  I  entreat  you  not  to  show 
anger  to  the  little  one.  Poor  heart,  it  is 
already  so  sad  !" 

"  I  will  not  speak  of  it  to  her,  whatever 
it  may  be." 

"  Then,  Madame,  I  will  tell  you  all.  A 
young  English  gentleman  saw  her  standing 
in  the  garden  picking  flowers  from  the 
apple-trees,  and  he  desired  to  paint  her. 
He  was  quite  a  grand  seigneur — any  one 
could  see  that ;  and  he  looked  brave  and 
honest.  If  it  had  been  a  Frenchman,  he 
should  not  have  come  inside  the  gate,  nor 
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SO  mucli  as  spoken  with  tlie  little  innocent ; 
but  lie  was  English,  and  the  English  are 
not  galant,  like  the  French.  He  told  me 
he  should  like  to  paint  Mademoiselle.  He 
gave  Mademoiselle  his  card,  by  which  she 
knew  he  was  distinguished.  The  child 
was  anxious,  her  life  was  dull,  and  I  con- 
sented. Ah  !  Madame,  if  I  was  foolish, 
imprudent,  wicked,  even  to  grant  their 
prayers,  the  Holy  Virgin  knows  if  I  have 
suffered."  And  Marcelline  wiped  the  tears 
from  her  eyes. 

Mrs.  Power  said  nothing.  She  was  look- 
ing out  far  away  into  the  garden,  and  pres- 
ently Marcelline  went  on — 

"  Monsieur  came  for  nearly  a  fortnight. 
I  was  always  present,  and  only  French  was 
spoken.  They  talked  of  Paris  ;  he  told 
her  of  the  gay  sights  and  the  fine  shops, 
and  of  the  Bois  and  the  picture-galleries. 
And  they  spoke  of  flowers  and  gardens,  and 
of  England,  and  a  thousand  innocent  sub- 
jects.    Then  I  began  to  see,  though  he  was 
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only  kind  to  Mademoiselle  like  a  brother, 
that  in  a  little  time  she  occupied  herself 
with  nothing  but  him.  She  was  restless, 
she  looked  at  the  clock  a  hundred  times  in 
an  hour,  and  watched  impatiently  his  com- 
ing. It  was  then  I  began  to  feel  sorry. 
I  went  to  him,  I  made  an  excuse  to  leave 
her  at  home,  and  I  told  him  he  must  not 
trifle  with  the  little  one's  heart.  He  was  a 
true  gentleman — he  did  not  hesitate.  He 
wrote  Mademoiselle  a  little  letter  of  adieu, 
and  went  away  without  seeing  her  even 
once."  • 

Marcelline  paused. 

''"Well?"  said  Mrs.  Power,  bringing  her 
eyes  from  the  window,  and  fixing  them  on 
Marcelline.  Her  face  was  very  pale,  and 
her  lips  worked  nervously. 

"  Madame,  the  terrible  part  is  to  come." 

"  Go  on."  The  voice  was  imperious, 
but  strange  and  forced,  as  if  with  some 
awful  dread. 

"  When  she  had  his  letter,  she  wept  pas- 
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sionately — she  refused  all  consolation.  For 
three  days  she  went  about  like  one  whose 
heart  is  broken,  eating  nothing.  Then  the 
fourth  day,  when  I  was  gone  to  the  market, 
she  slipped  away  to  the  town,  and  went 
after  him  to  Paris." 

The  mother  sat  as  if  she  had  been  turned 
to  stone — her  hands  were  tight  locked,  and 
there  was  a  look  in  her  eyes  that  terrified 
Marcelline.     She  went  on  quickly — 

"  He  was  very  good  and  noble,  that 
English  gentleman.  He  knew  the  inno- 
cence of  the  little  one's  heart,  he  would  not 
profit  by  her  simpleness.  He  brought  her 
back  to  me  at  once,  safe — quite  safe.  It 
was  three  days  before  you  returned,  Ma- 
dame." 

There  was  a  long  silence — a  darkness 
seemed  to  have  fallen  over  the  room,  a 
darkness  not  because  the  red  sunlight  was 
fading  away  behind  the  hills,  but  because 
heaviness  was  in  the  hearts  of  these  two 
silent  women.     They  did  not  hear  a  soft 
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step,  a  half -hushed  sob  behind  the  door  that 
stood  ajar.  Dolores  had  come  in  and  heard 
Marcelline's  last  words.  She  stood  for  a 
moment  full  of  anguish  and  terror,  then 
she  seized  her  hat  from  the  peg  where  it 
hung,  took  the  key  from  the  table,  and  ran 
down  the  garden  path  to  the  gate,  unseen. 

"  Cruel,  cruel,  Marcelline,  to  betray  me  !" 
she  said,  with  a  great  sob,  as  she  paused 
for  a  moment  before  unlocking  it ;  and 
then  she  hurried  out,  and  away  down  the 
hill. 

Her  heart  was  filled  with  a  great  fear. 
What  would  become  of  her  now  that  her 
mother  knew  this  terrible  secret  ? — her 
mother,  who  had  never  been  tender  or  lov- 
ing to  her  in  all  her  life — only  cold,  and 
even  harsh.  She  thought  she  would  run 
away  somewhere,  she  knew  not  where  ;  not 
to  Paris,  nor  Guy — ah !  not  to  him,  since 
he  cared  nothino:  for  her.  How  could  she 
ever  look  in  her  mother's  face  again  now 
that  her  shame  was  known  ?  How  meet  the 
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stern,  contemptuous  gaze  sTie  felt  -^ould 
be  directed  towards  her  the  next  time  she 
entered  that  dreaded  presence  ? 
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CHAPTER  II. 


THE  YELLOW  SEINE. 


nnHE  poor  cliild  hurried  down  the  hill 
-*-  with  hasty,  uncertain  feet,  feeling 
cruelly  her  helplessness,  her  loneliness,  her 
impotency  to  decide  for  herself,  and  yet 
with  one  great  certainty  in  her  heart, — the 
certainty  that  she  must  never  see  her 
mother's  face  again.  She  went  on  and  on 
until  she  came  to  the  quay,  then  she 
walked  along  it  until  she  had  passed  all  the 
shops  and  houses  and  people.  There  was 
no  one  just  here.  It  was  growing  dark, 
and  Dolores  knelt  down  on  the  beach  and 
looked  into  the  river.  A  strange  feeling- 
came  over  her — the  feeling  that  possesses 
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many  nervous  minds  when  tliey  look  into 
the  water,  or  gaze  down  from  a  great 
height.  It  was  a  kind  of  fascination  ;  she 
almost  longed  to  throw  herself  in.  Fantastic 
visions  seemed  to  come  before  her  of  white, 
vapoury  shadows,  beckoning  from  beneath 
the  water,  and  she  thought  of  Andersen's 
pathetic  story  of  the  little  mermaid  who  had 
loved  the  handsome  prince.  He  had  been 
very  kind  and  good  to  her,  had  loved  her 
like  a  little  sister,  but  he  would  not  make 
her  his  princess.  Then,  when  she  saw  him 
with  his  beautiful  bride  in  his  arms,  she 
had  plunged  the  sharp  knife  into  her  poor 
sorrowful  heart,  and  thrown  herself  deep 
down  into  the  cold  waters  of  forgetfulness. 

"Would  it  be  hard  to  die?"  said  the 
child  in  a  whisper  to  herself.  "  If  one 
were  dead  nothing  would  trouble  one — no 
one  would  be  angry  any  more."  And  she 
stretched  out  her  hands  to  the  water. 

Warm  as  the  Summer  night  was,  it  struck 
cold  and  chill.     She  shrank  back,  then  she 
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stooped  clown  a  little  nearer.  With  a 
violent  start  she  felt  some  one  catch  her  by 
the  arm ;  then  she  seemed  to  fall  forward, 
and,  for  a  little  while,  she  forgot  every- 
thing. 

It  was  quite  dark  when  she  came  to  her 
senses  and  looked  up.  Thousands  of  stars 
were  shining  in  the  dark  blue  vault  above, 
and  a  kind  face  was  bending  over  her, 
while  warm  hands  clasped  her  chilled  ones. 

"  Do  not  be  afraid,  my  dear,"  said  a 
voice — a  very  tender  one  for  a  man's  voice 
— "  you  are  quite  safe." 

"Where  am  I?"  Dolores  asked,  feeling 
strangely  sick  and  giddy. 

"  You  looked  too  long  into  the  water ; 
you  might  have  fallen  in.  I  caught  you, 
and  startled  you,  perhaps.  When  you  are 
better  I  will  take  you  home." 

"Homo!"  repeated  the  girl  with  a 
shiver,  suddenly  remembering  everything, 
—  "no,  not  home."  And  she  rose,  and 
stood  upright  by  herself. 
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""Where,  tlien?"  the  stranger  asked 
kindly.  She  stood  for  a  minute  without 
answering — then  she  said, 

"  Thank  you.  Monsieur,  I  am  quite  well 
now.     I  will  go  by  myself,  if  you  please." 

"  You  are  too  young  to  be  out  alone  so 
late,"  he  answered  gravely.  "You  must 
really  let  me  go  with  you." 

"  I  cannot,"  she  said  firmly.  Then  she 
looked  up  in  his  face,  and  seeing  how  kind 
and  good  it  was,  and  what  a  tender  pitiful 
expression  it  wore,  she  said  beseechingly, 

"  Let  me  go.  Monsieur." 

He  was  silent,  and  she  turned  away. 
But  as  she  walked  on  slowly,  she  felt  that 
he  was  following  her.  They  came  back  to 
the  Quai,  and  she  sat  down  on  one  of  the 
great  bales,  with  her  face  averted  from  him. 
He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  came 
up  close  to  her.  "  I  do  not  want  to  intrude 
upon  you,  nor  to  pry  into  your  secrets, 
but  I  know  you  arc  in  trouble,  and  I  want 
to  liclp  you." 
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The  words  were  spoken  so  kindly  and 
simply,  they  made  the  tears  rush  to  Dolores's 
eyes  ;  but  she  was  silent,  for  she  could  not 
find  words  to  answer  him. 

"  I  have  seen  you  twice  in  St.  Ouen, 
when  you  were  there  alone  and  unhappy  ; 
to-night  I  saw  you  hurrying  down  the  hill, 
looking  wild  and  miserable,  and  I  followed 
you.  Forgive  me  if  I  trouble  you,  but  I 
am  so  anxious  to  help  you." 

For  a  moment  Dolores  thought  she  would 
tell  this  kind  stranger  everything,  and  he 
might  advise  her  what  to  do ;  then  all  her 
instinctive  delicacy  rushed  back  upon  her, 
and  she  put  the  thought  away.  In  her 
love  and  grief  before,  she  had  forgotten 
her  modesty,  had  thrown  herself  into  the 
arms  of  a  man  who  cared  nothing  for  her — 
should  she  make  her  shame  and  remorse 
still  greater  by  confiding  it  to  an  utter 
stranger  ? 

"  You  are  very  good.  Monsieur,"  she  said 
in  a  low  voice.      "  I  thank  you  with  all  my 
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heart,  but  you  cannot  help  me.  I  have 
been  wicked  and  foolish." 

"  If  it  is  so,  my  dear,  do  you  think  to 
mend  matters  by  running  away  alone,  and 
at  this  hour  ?  Have  you  anyone  you  wish 
to  go  to  ?" 

"  There  is  no  one  who  wants  to  have 
me,"  said  the  child  bitterly,  fresh  tears 
coming  in  her  eyes. 

"  Have  you  no  father  or  mother  ?" 

"  I  have  a  mother." 

"  Here  in  Rouen  ?" 

"Yes,  Monsieur." 

"  And  you  would  go  away  and  break  her 
heart  with  anxiety  for  you  ?" 

"  She  would  be  glad  I  was  gone,  now 
she  knows  what  I  have  done." 

"Is  it  something  so  terrible  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Dolores,  with  a  half-choked 
sob.     "  I  did  not  sec  it  then,  but  now." 

"  Come,  come,"  whispered  the  stranger 
soothingly.  "  I  hope  you  are  making  too 
mucli  of  llio  matter.     I  cannot  fancy  you 
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have  done  anything  very  dreadful,  after  all. 
It  is  getting  so  late.  Does  no  one  at 
home  know  where  you  are  ?" 

"  No.     I  ran  away  when  I  heard " 

"Heard  what?" 

"  Marcelline  tell  Mamma." 

"  Then  you  did  not  go  because  your  mo- 
ther reproached  or  angered  you  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Has  she  ever  been  cruel  to  you  ?" 

"No." 
*'  Come  back  with  me,  then,  dear 
child.  All  this  is  some  fancy  on  your 
part.  You  little  know  what  a  mother's 
love  is,  if  you  think  it  would  turn  a  babe 
like  you  adrift  on  the  world  in  a  fit  of 
anger.  I  daresay  now  she  is  searching 
everywhere  in  town  for  you,  and  vowing 
to  forgive  you  all,  if  only  you  go  back  to 
her.     Come." 

"  I  cannot,  I  cannot,"  sobbed   Dolores. 
"  Oh,  Monsieur,  leave  me — only  leave  me  !" 

"  To  throw  yourself  into  the  Seine  ?" 
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"  I  did  not  mean  to  do  tliat,  indeed," 
stammered  Dolores;  "but  I  looked  and 
looked,  and  it  seemed  as  if  some  one 
beckoned  me;  and  then — I  thouglit  I  should 
never  trouble  anyone  again — and  I  was  so 
miserable  !" 

"  Poor  little  child,"  said  the  kind  grave 
voice,  quite  broken  with  pity  for  this 
unhappy,  misguided  little  soul.  "  Come 
with  me.  I  dare  answer  you  will  meet  no 
harshness  or  severity  if  you  do.  I  have  a 
sister  who  is  the  kindest  creature  in  the 
world,  and  she  will  take  you  and  be  good 
to  you." 

It  began  to  dawn  on  Dolores  that  she 
had  been  very  wrong  and  foolish,  and  that 
there  was  no  help  for  her  but  to  go  home. 
So  she  rose  from  the  great  bale  she  had 
been  sitting  on,  and  walked  by  his  side, 
while  Iio  held  lier  hand  in  his,  now  and 
again  giving  it  a  kind  reassuring  pressure. 
They  ascended  the  liill  togctlier,  sjieaking 
very  little,  Dolores  overcome  by  the  weight 
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of    her   sliame,    he   silent   from    deUcacy. 

Mrs.  Power  was  standing  at  the  gate, 
looking  eagerly  down  the  road. 

"  Dolores !"  she  cried,  as  the  two  came  up 
to  her.  "  Oh  !  child,  why  did  you  do  this  ?" 
And  she  put  her  arms  round  the  girl,  and 
kissed  her,  to  Philip  Etherege's  intense 
comfort. 

Dolores  was  silent,  stupefied  for  a  mo- 
ment ;  then  she  released  herself  from  her 
mother's  embrace,  and  ran  past  her  through 
the  garden.  Mrs.  Power  recovered  her- 
self, and  turned  to  the  stranger. 

''Is  it  you,  sir,  whom  I  have  to  thank 
for  bringing  my  daughter  back  to  me  ?" 

Captain  Etherege  bowled. 

"  Where  did  you  find  her  ?" 

"  On  the  brink  of  the  river,  Madame." 

The  mother  gave  a  terrified  glance  at 
him. 

"  Do  you  mean " 

"  I  think  it  would  be  well  not  to  leave 
her  too  much  alone,"  he  said  gently.     "  !She 
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seems  to  have  some  great  terror  preying  on 
her  mind." 

"Terror — of  what  ?"  cried  Mrs.  Power, 
with  a  white  blanched  face,  beg-innino;  to 
have  all  manner  of  horrible  doubts. 

"  She  told  me  she  had  done  something- 
foolish,  and  that  she  had  run  away  because 
some  one  had  told  you  of  it.  1  have  seen 
your  daughter  before.  My  sister  and  I 
take  a  deep  interest  in  her,  it  is  so  sad  that 
such  a  mere  child — I  beg  your  pardon, 
Madame,  I  will  not  intrude  upon  you  any 
longer." 

*'  I  am  deeply  indebted  to  you,"  answer- 
ed Mrs.  Power,  in  a  low  voice  ;  "  it  must 
seem  strange,  but  I  cannot  offer  you  any 
explanation  of  this  matter." 

"  Not  for  the  world !"  cried  Captain 
Etherege.  "  Pray  do  not  say  one  word ; 
believe  me,  I  neither  seek  nor  desire  an}^ 
explanation.  If  you  will  permit  mo  to 
leave  you  my  card,  and  to  inquire  at  some 
future  time  after  vour  dauQ-hter,  it  is  the 
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greatest  and  only  favour  jou  can  confer 
on  me." 

"  If  you  wish  it,"  Mrs.  Power  answered, 
unable  to  refuse  bis  simple  request.  ''  I 
do  not  tbink  I  need  ask  you  to  keep 
silence  about  wbat  bas  happened  to-night." 

"  I  think  not,"  he  answered  gravely. 

"  Thank  you,"  and  she  gave  him  her 
hand. 

The  mother  turned  from  the  gate  with  a 
heavy  heart,  and  went  back  to  the  sitting- 
room.  Dolores  was  not  there,  and  slowly, 
painfully,  Mrs.  Power  ascended  the  stairs 
and  went  into  the  little  bed-room. 

Dolores  looked  up  with  great  frightened 
eyes,  which  the  mother  seeing,  cried  out, 
"  Oh,  child,  are  you  so  afraid  of  me  ?"  and 
taking  the  little  trembling  form  to  her 
breast,  she  burst  into  a  passion  of  tears. 

*'  It  is  my  fault — my  fault !"  she  moaned. 
"  Oh  !  my  poor  little  child  !" 

And  thus  the  two  wept  together,  and 
for  the  first  and  last  time  in  her  life  Dolores 
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knew  tlie  greatness  of  a  mother's  love — the 
mother  whom  she  had  thought  so  cold  and 
stern.  For  she  knew  not  how  that  rigid 
exterior  was  but  as  the  crust  of  ice  that  an 
intense  cold  has  made  over  a  deep  stream, 
while  the  water  still  flows  swift  and  strong 
beneath. 

The  next  morning,  when  Marcelline  went 
to  call  her  mistress,  she  found  her  quite 
cold  and  dead.  She  had  not  been  to  bed. 
On  her  writing-table  were  two  letters — one 
unfinished, 

Marcelline  could  hardly  believe  she  was 
dead.  She  rushed  hastily  to  Pierre,  and 
sent  him  off  for  the  doctor.  He  came  at 
once — a  kind-hearted  little  man,  who  liad 
been  called  in  by  Mrs.  Power  once  or  twice 
when  she  had  been  seriously  ill  before. 

"  Ah  !  ah  !"  he  said,  nodding  his  head 
shrewdly,  "  poor  lady  !  poor  lady  !  As  I 
thouglit — the  heart !  Some  emotion,  some 
violent  emotion  !  What  is  this  ? — what  is 
this?"     And  he  put  on  his  spectacles  and 
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looked  at  the  writing,  but  lie  could  make 
nothing  of  it,  for  he  did  not  understand  a 
dozen  words  of  English.  "  And  little  Miss, 
does  she  know  ?" 

Marcelline  wrung  her  hands. 

"  Poor  babe  !  poor  lamb  !  poor  angel ! — 
no  !  She  still  sleeps,  and  I  have  not  the 
heart  to  wake  her." 

"She  has  some  friends,  hein — somewhere 
in  England  ?" 

"  I  know  not.  It  may  be  in  this  letter." 
And  Marcelline  mournfully  indicated  the 
sheet  of  paper  lying  on  the  escritoire. 

"  She  ought  to  be  got  out  of  the  house 
until  all  this  sad  business  is  over.  And 
then  her  friends  must  be  written  to.  "Who 
will  do  all  this  ?  Surely  she  knows  some 
one  English  person  here  in  Rouen." 

"  Not  a  single  one,  except — ah  !  ex- 
cept  "     And  Marcelline  bethought  her 

of  the  kind,  grave-looking  Englishman, 
who  had  brought  back  her  child  after  her 
second  flight.     "  There  is  a  gentleman  who 
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lives  in  tlie  Campagne  close  by,  with  his 
sister,  but  she  has  only  spoken  just  a  few 
words  with  him." 

"  Ah  !"  responded  the  little  doctor,  "  I 
know,  A  tall,  melancholy  man,  with  the 
spleen — very  English,  and  a  nice  amiable 
little  lady — very  English  too,  but  no  spleen. 
I  attended  her  for  migraine  last  week.  In 
an  hour  I  shall  go  to  her,  and  speak  of 
poor  little  Miss.  She  is  good,  I  know — 
she  will  interest  herself." 

And,  true  to  his  word,  the  kind  little 
man  betook  himself  to  Miss  Etherege,  told 
her  the  story,  and  entreated  her  kind  offices 
for  her  poor  forlorn  little  compatrioie.  She 
put  on  her  bonnet,  and  went  at  once  to 
Dolores,  whom  she  found  stricken  with 
grief  and  terror,  entreating  to  be  allowed 
to  see  her  mother,  whom  she  had  killed  by 
her  wicked  conduct.  At  first  she  shrank 
from  the  sight  of  a  stranger,  but  Mary 
Etherege  was  so  tender,  so  refined,  so  sym- 
pathetic, that  in  a  very  short  time  the  child 
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■was  won  over,  and  clung  gratefully  to  her 
new  friend.  And  she  shrank,  as  all  young 
things  do,  from  the  terrible  presence  of 
death,  and  when  Miss  Etherege  proposed 
to  take  her  to  her  own  home  for  a 
day  or  two,  and  Marcelline  affectionately 
urged  her  to  ■  accept  the  invitation  so 
heartily  given,  she  acquiesced. 

Often  she  wondered  afterwards  what 
would  have  become  of  her  if  Philip  and 
Mary  Etherege  had  not  been  sent  to  her  at 
this  time — she  so  childish  and  ignorant  of 
all  worldly  affairs,  and  Marcelline  equally 
helpless.  As  it  was,  they  arranged  every- 
thing for  her — she  had  no  care  but  the 
sorrow  of  losing  her  mother  ;  and  after  the 
first  shock,  that  loss  was  not  so  grievous 
— they  had  been  so  little  to  each  other. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  Campagne, 
Mary  Etherege  put  two  papers  into  her 
hand. 

"  These   must  be  for  you   to  read,  my 
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dear,"  she  said  gently — "  tliey  were  on  your 
poor  Mamma's  writing-table," 

"With,   trembling   hands   and    dim  eyes, 
Dolores  took  them  and  read  thus  : — 

"  My  DEAE  Child, 

"  I  have  too  long  delayed  this 
task — pray  God  give  me  strength  to  com- 
plete it  to-night,  for  I  feel  my   days  are 
numbered  ;  and  but  for  your  sake,  my  poor 
child,  to  whom  I  fear  I  have  so  imperfectly 
filled  a  mother's  place,  how  gladly  would  I 
go  home  to  rest !     Eest ! — oh  !  child,  how 
I  have  prayed  for  you  this  night  on  my 
knees,  that  you  may  never  know  that  awful 
heartsick  weariness  that  makes  the  most 
perfect   thought    of    Heaven — rest !     My 
heart  aches  for  you,  to  think,  child  as  you 
are,  that  you  have  suifered  already — suffer- 
ed when  you  ought   to  know  nothing  but 
joy  and  laughter ;    and   I  feel  sore    self- 
reproach  to  tliiiik   tliat  my  own  grief  lias 
made  me  too  little  careful  of  your  welfare. 
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But  you  always  seemed  to  me  so  tliought- 
less,  so  frivolous,  so  devoid  of  all  deep 
feeling,  that  no  thoughts  save  for  your 
immediate  bodily  welfare  ever  troubled 
me. 

"I  have  so  little  strength,  I  must  come 
quickly  to  the  important  part  of  what  I 
have  to  write  you.  Your  father's  name  I 
cannot  tell  you,  though  I  am  his  lawful 
wife,  and  you  his  lawful  child,  though  he 
still  lives,  and  is  a  man  of  name  and  position 
in  the  world.  I  sacrifice  you  as  I  sacri- 
ficed myself,  as  I  would  sacrifice  ten  lives, 
ten  children,  if  he  asked  it  of  me ;  so,  my 
poor  little  one,  I  pray  your  forgiveness,  for 
you  owe  me  nothing  but  reproach.  And 
yet  do  not  think  harshly  of  me.  I  have 
suffered  so  terribly  these  fifteen  years,  and, 
as  God  is  my  witness,  for  no  fault  of  mine. 
When  I  am  dead,  what  little  I  have  will 
belong  to  you.  You  need  not  be  depend- 
ent on  anyone,  since  you  will  always  have 
two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year,  the 
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principal  of  which  is  invested  in  the  Enghsh 
Funds.  The  n^me  and  address  of  my 
lawyer  you  will  find  in  my  desk.  I  am 
getting  so  weak,  I  must  break  off  my 
letter  to  write  another — to  a  friend  who 
was  dear  to  me  twenty  years  ago.  I  shall 
commend  you  to  her  care.  If  I  live  I  will 
add  more  to  this  letter  at  another  time  ;  if 
not " 

There  the  letter  ended.    The  other  sheet 
of  paper  contained  only  these  few  words : — 

"  My  dear  Caroline, 

"You  know  what  friends  we 
were  in  the  old  days — ^you  cannot  have 
forgotten  all  the  faithful  promises  we  made 
each  other  when  we  were  girls  together. 
It  is  twenty  years,  or  very  nearly,  since 
you  saw  or  heard  of  mo,  but  I  know  all 
about  you — where  you  live,  how  many 
children  you  liavc — for  I  took  great  pains 
to  find  you  out  when  I  was  in  England  a 
month  ago.     You  have  had  a  smooth  and 
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happy  life,  and  I — but  never  mind,  it  is 
nearly  over — will  be  quite  over  wlien  you 
read  this.  Oh  !  Carry,  for  the  sake  of  our 
old  love,  be  good  to  my  child  !  " 

And  that  was  all — no  address,  no  clue 
of  any  kind. 

Captain  Etherege  wrote  to  the  lawyer, 
but  he  could  give  no  information  of  any 
kind,  as  he  had  only  managed  a  few  un- 
important affairs  for  Mrs.  Power,  and  that 
only  within  the  last  five  years.  Mary 
suggested  advertising  in  the  English 
papers,  but  as  there  was  no  doubt  Power 
was  only  a  feigned  name,  and  Dolores'  father 
was  evidently  interested  in  ignoring  her, 
Philip  thought  such  a  measure  useless. 

What  was  to  be  done  with  her  ?  was  the 
vexed  question  that  constantly  presented 
itself  to  the  minds  of  brother  and  sister. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


IN     DAYS     GONE     BY. 


rriWO  montlis  passed,  and  at  the  end  o£ 
-^  them  Dolores  was  beginning  to  be  a 
little  more  like  her  old  self.  There  was 
many  an  hour  during  which  she  sat  listless 
and  sorrowful ;  there  were  still  sometimes 
traces  of  tears  on  her  soft  cheeks,  but  she 
did  laugh  now  and  then,  and  there  was 
occasionally  a  ring  of  the  old  blitheness  in 
her  sweet  voice.  We  must  forget  in  time, 
or,  at  all  events,  become  less  sensitive  to 
our  bitter  sorrows,  thank  God  !  only  let 
the  days,  and  weeks,  and  months  come  to 
an  end,  and  they  will  find  (even  after  the 
crudest  suffering)   some   of   us   resigned, 
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some  stultified,  some  utterly  oblivious. 

"  Two  gifts,  perforce,  we  have  given  us  yet, 
Though  sad  things  stay  and  glad  things  fly — 
Two  gifts  we  have  given  us — to  forget 
All  glad  and  sad  things  that  go  by, 
And  then  to  die." 

Most  of  us  want  to  die  at  first,  when  we 
are  so  wretched — ah  !  so  wretched  ! — that 
the  most  cruel  thoug^ht  is  the  thought  of  a 
long  life.  But  then,  some  time,  the  bitter 
dark  days  pass,  and  we  come  out  again 
into  the  sunlight,  and  we  can  thank  God 
then  for  not  having  listened  to  the  impa- 
tient prayer  of  our  sorrow.  So  Dolores,  hav- 
ing little  to  remind  her  of  her  grief,  began 
gradually  to  think  less  of  it,  and  to  see  the 
sprouting  green  shoots  of  an  oasis  in  what 
had  seemed  to  her  poor  little  weeping  eyes 
one  great  desert  of  scorching  sand.  The 
silver  that  had  begfun  to  line  her  dark 
cloud  was  the  constant  presence  and  com- 
panionship of  Captain  Etherege  and  his 
sister. 

Dolores  still  lived  with  Marcelliue  in  the 


44  DOLOEES. 

little  white  house.  Miss  Etherege  had 
tried  to  persuade  her  to  go  to  England, 
where  she  would  seek  out  some  kind, 
pleasant  people  to  take  care  of  her ;  but 
the  girl  set  herself  resolutely  against  this 
project. 

"No,  no,  no!"  she  answered,  decisively. 
''  I  will  go  on  living  here — at  all  events,  so 
long  as  you,  my  two  kind  friends,  are  here. 
"What  should  I  do  in  cold,  miserable  Eng- 
land, where  I  know  no  one  ?" 

Marcelline  was  more  than  a  mother  to 
her — mother,  friend,  devoted  slave,  all  in 
one ;  and  the  two  had  a  j^leasant  sense  of 
freedom,  now  that  the  first  shock  of  Mrs. 
Power's  death  was  over.  No  one  to  fear, 
no  one  to  tremble  at,  no  one  to  consider, 
no  one  to  obey.  All  day  and  every  day 
Dolores  spent  with  her  new  friends.  They 
planned  little  excursions  to  amuse  and  dis- 
tract her  mind;  ihoy  liad  books  and  pic- 
tures to  show  her ;  they  took  her  walks  and 
drives,  and  never  seemed  weary  of  having 
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lier  with  them.  What  she  cared  most  for 
was  to  sit  in  the  twilight,  on  a  low  stool 
near  the  open  window,  and  hear  Captain 
Etherege  tell  of  the  foreign  countries  he 
had  visited,  and  all  the  anecdotes  and  inci- 
dents of  his  life  that  he  could  remember. 
When  he  discovered  that  she  cared  to  hear 
of  these  things,  how  he  racked  his  brain  to 
think  of  them  ! — what  efforts  he  made  to 
rouse  himself  from  his  natural  shyness  ! 
His  sister,  sitting  in  the  far  corner,  that 
the  remembrance  of  her  presence  might 
not  disturb  him,  smiled  to  herself  a  little 
sadly,  and  thought,  somehow,  of  Othello 
and  Desdemona,  as  she  saw^  the  girl's  rapt 
eyes  fixed  on  his  grave,  deep-lined  face. 

And  all  this  time  the  child  was  twining 
herself  round  Philip  Etherege's  world-worn 
heart — twining  so  tight,  so  tight,  it  pained 
him  many  a  time,  and  wrung  great  sighs 
from  him. 

"  How  could  I  ever  hope  she  would  care 
even  a  little  for  me  ?"  he  said,  sadly — ''  such 


46  DOLORES. 

a  tender  blossom,  and  I  so  old  and  care- 
worn !  Yes,  I  am  an  old  man  compared 
with  lier ;  and  I  look  ten  years  older  even 
than  I  am.  Forty  and  seventeen ! — the 
disparity  is  horrible  to  think  of !  "  And 
he  whispered  to  himself  Shakespeare's 
verses — 

"  '  Crabbed  age  and  youth 
Cannot  live  together ; 
Youth  is  full  of  pleasance, 
Age  is  full  of  care. 


Age,  1  do  abhor  thee, 

Youth,  I  do  adore  thee ; 

O,  my  love,  my  love  is  young  !' 

*'I  daresay  she  thinks  of  me  as  some 
quite  old  man,  too  old  even  to  remember 
the  warm  feelings  of  youth.  Oh  !  if  she 
only  knew  liow  fresh  and  keen  my  heart  is 
still — just  as  capable  of  loving  as  when  it 
was  twenty  years  younger !  And,  even  if 
it  was  not  for  that,  could  I  dare  to  join  her 
young  life  to  my  miserable,  disgraced  one  ? 
Though  she  has  no  name,  no  parents,  no 
friends,  could  I  dare  to  take  advantage  of 
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tliat?     All,   how  little   I  tliouglit  ever  to 
love  or  want  to  trust  a  woman  again  !" 

Then  he  wondered  to  himself  what  could 
be  that  secret  in  her  life,  so  terrible,  so 
bitter,  that  should  have  made  her  want  to 
hide  herself  away  from  the  scorn  that  fol- 
lowed it — hide  herself  even  in  death. 

"  Did  she  love  some  man  very  dearly  in 
her  sweet  innocent  heart,  and  did  he  de- 
ceive her  ?  If  I  could  find  the  blackguard 
out — "  and  a  sudden  passion  made  the  hot 
blood  flush  into  his  cheeks.  Then  his 
head  drooped  upon  his  arms,  and  a  strange 
passing  bitterness  made  his  strong  frame 
heave  and  tremble. 

Presently  he  leans  back  in  his  chair,  and 
sits  staring,  with  deep,  intent  eyes,  at  the 
burning  logs.  Looking  into  the  fitful 
blaze,  this  is  what  he  sees  : 

A  room  wherein  the  light  of  a  Midsum- 
mer evening  is  waning,  but  there  is  yet  no 
darkness;  everything,  even  into  the  dim- 
mest  corner,    stands    out   in   bold    relief. 
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Reclining  nonchalantly  in  a  low  chair  is  a 
fair  woman,  pretty  in  feature,  but  almost 
repulsive  in  expression  at  this  moment. 
The  picture  is  well  engraved  on  his  mind, 
even  to  the  shimmering  satin,  the  cloudy 
lace,  that  lay  in  folds  round  her  svelte 
figure  ;  even  to  the  jewels  that  deck  her 
ears,  her  breast,  and  arms.  There  leans 
against  the  chimney-piece  a  man,  whose 
face  is  dark  with  pain  and  anger,  in  whose 
eyes  there  is  the  strangest  mingling  of 
wrath  and  pity.     That  man  is  himself. 

His  mind  takes  a  leap  further  back ;  as 
in  dreams  where,  in  a  moment,  one  seems 
to  live  through  long  spaces  of  time,  he 
goes  through  the  past  years  of  his  life. 
In  the  young  days  ho  has  been  wild, 
lived  hard,  as  most  men  in  the  service 
have, — more,  perhaps,  from  idleness  and 
ennui  than  from  any  especial  prc-disposi- 
tion  to  or  love  for  vice.  There  is  some 
folly,  some  sin,  much  wasted  time  to  re- 
call, but  no  disgrace,  no  stain  of  dishonour, 
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— nothing  tliat,  in  tlic  e^^es  of  the  world, 
tarnishes  a  man's  fair  fame.  And  from 
the  moment  that  he  knew  this  woman,  his 
life  has  been  a  page  open  and  fair  to  all 
who  miofht  choose  to  read.  She  was 
young,  g-irlish,  pretty,  and  he  loved  her 
dearly^uay,  with  all  his  heart, — and  they 
were  married.  She  travelled  about  with 
him,  wherever  his  regiment  was  ordered. 
He  put  no  restraint  upon  her;  she  might 
dance  and  laugh  with  whom  she  chose. 
He  did  not  suspect  her — was  only  glad 
tliat  she  should  be  admired  and  happy. 
He  was  not  a  rich  man,  but  he  could  afford 
to  gratify  many  of  her  extravagant  tastes. 
What  he  had  he  gave  lovingly,  ungrudg- 
ingly. A  year  passed;  she  grew  cold  to 
him.  If  it  had  been  only  that ! — hard  as 
that  is  for  one  who  loves  to  bear — but 
there  were  rumours — rumours  that,  at  last, 
even  he  could  not  help  hearing.  He  sent 
in  his  papers  at  once.  She  cried,  implor- 
ed, entreated.     In  answer  he  uttered  not 
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one  word  of  suspicion  or  reproacli,  but  on 
the  subject  of  leaving  the  Army  he  was 
inexorable.  They  went  to  live  in  London. 
He,  a  sportsman,  fond  of  all  country  pur- 
suits, abhorred  it ;  but  he  said  to  himself, 

"  What  right  have  I  to  make  her  misera- 
ble by  shutting  her  up  in  the  country  ? 
If  I  condemn  her  to  a  dull  life  after  what 
she  has  been  used  to,  it  will  be  my  fault  if 
she  is  driven  to  deceive  me." 

So  he  took  a  house  in  London,  lived  a 
life  he  hated,  went  with  her  to  balls,  thea- 
tres, dinners ;  rode  and  drove  with  her, 
gratified  all  her  whims,  so  far  as  he  could, 
and  begrudged  not  the  sacrifice,  for  he 
loved  her  dearly.  And  she  was  dissatis- 
fied— wretched.  She  could  not  tear  her- 
self away  from  the  life  that  did  not  satisfy 
her.  It  mortified  her  every  day  to  see 
women  richer,  better  dressed,  more  ad- 
mired than  herself.  Why  should  not  she 
have  stepping  horses,  and  diamonds,  and 
half-a-dozcn   men   of  fashion  at  her  beck 
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and  call  ?  She  girded  more  bitterly  at 
the  hardness  of  her  fate  than  the  beggar 
who  knows  not  where  to  look  for  his  next 
meal.  The  man  who  loved  her  unselfishly 
was  sorry  for  her.  He  read  her  heart,  but 
did  not  despise  her  for  what  he  found 
there ;  he  only  said, 

"  Poor  little  girl !  she  should  have  mar- 
ried a  man  with  ten  thousand  a  year !" 

As  she  grow  daily  colder  and  more  in- 
different to  him,  impatient  of  all  he  said  or 
did,  more  exacting  the  more  he  sacrificed, 
she  became  more  anxious  for  the  flattery 
and  admiration  of  other  men.  Her  flirta- 
tions were  so  prononce  that  her  own  sex 
began  to  draw  aside  from  her;  still  her 
husband  shielded  her,  made  excuses  for 
her  ;  no  one  ever  heard  him  say  one  harsh 
or  bitter  word  of  her — not  the  women  who 
knew  him  best  could  wring  one  word  from 
him  to  her  disparagement.  Once  a  ser- 
vant hinted  to  him  something  against  her 
mistress ;    he  turned  her  from  the  house 
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there  and  then — lie  could  not,  would  not 
see. 

A  time  came  when  it  was  impossible  to 
shut  his  eyes  any  more ;  he  left  her,  half 
mad  with  agony,  and  went  straight  to  his 
lawyer.  Why  didn't  he  kill  the  man  ? 
Yes,  if  it  had  been  one.  A  month  passed 
— a  month  of  awful  sickening  pain,  in 
which,  after  his  first  fury  against  her,  he 
said  to  himself,  "  Shall  I  leave  her  to  in- 
famy and  disgrace,  to  a  horror  worse  than 
death  ? — shall  I  drive  her  deeper  into  the 
abyss  than  she  is  already?  "What  is  my 
life  worth  to  me  ? — what  future  have  I  to 
look  forward  to  ? — how  can  I  hold  up  my 
head  again  in  the  world  ?  Shall  I  not  try 
to  save  her  ?  Perhaps  she  has  suffered 
bitterly ;  her  punishment  may  already  be 
enough." 

I  know  not  what  visions  he  sees  of  the 
long  golden  hair  trailing  in  the  dust ;  of 
the  eyelids  red  with  weeping ;  of  the  fair 
face  distorted  by  shame  and  sorrow,  as  ho 
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turns  his  steps  to  that  liouse  that  he  has 
once  called  home.  The  servant  who  opens 
the  door  looks  strangely  at  him,  in  doubt 
whether  to  admit  him.  He  solves  the 
difficulty  by  pushing  past  her,  and  going 
up  into  the  drawing-room.     It  is  empty. 

"  Tell  your  mistress  I  am  here,"  he  says 
hoarsely,  and  the  girl  leaves  him  alone. 

A  sickening  feeling  of  expectation  comes 
over  him.  Will  she  see  him  ? — will  she 
come  and  throw  herself  at  his  feet  ?  Then 
— then  he  will  take  her  in  his  arms  and 
forgive  her,  and  they  will  go  away  together 
out  of  England  until  the  world  has  for- 
gotten, and Oh  !  how  the  minutes  drag 

themselves  out !  Will  she  never  come  ? 
She  need  not  fear  so  to  meet  him. 

The  handle  of  the  door  turns  somewhat 
sharply  ;  there  is  a  rustling,  trailing  sound 
of  silk,  and  there  stands  before  him  no 
penitent  Magdalen,  but  a  woman  haughty 
and  bold  of  mien,  with  painted  eyes,  mag- 
nificently dressed,  with  diamonds  glittering 
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in  her  ears  and  on  her  breast.  "  Well,  what 
do  you  want  of  me  ?" 

The  hopes  that  have  been  growing  and 
gathering  in  his  breast  are  dispelled  with 
one  bitter  wrench ;  he  stands  staring  at 
her,  not  knowing  what  to  say.  This  is  a 
phase  he  has  not  contemplated. 

"  I  did  not  think  to  find  you  like  this," 
he  says  bitterly,  after  a  moment. 

"  No  ?"  she  utters  indifferently,  sailing 
gracefully  into  a  chair.  "  I  am  going  to 
the  opera." 

"  To  the  opera !"  he  echoes  harshly. 
"  Have  you,  then,  fallen  so  low  that  you 
can  flaunt  your  shame  openly  before  the 
world  ?" 

"  If  you  came  for  the  pleasure  of  insulting 
me,"  she  answers  coldly,  "  I  must  decline 
to  hear  any  more ;  recriminations  are  not 
amusing,  and  I  suppose  our  lawyers  can 
settle  all  there  is  to  settle." 

"  For  God's  sake !"  he  cries  hoarsely, 
"  don't  talk  like  that.     Are  you  destitute  of 
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every  spark  of  better  feeling  ?  Listen, 
this  is  what  I  came  for.  I  came,  hoping  to 
find  some  remorse  in  your  heart.  I  came 
to  say  to  you,  *  If  you  have  repented,  if 
from  to-day  3'^ou  will  swear  to  me  to  lead  a 
new  life,  I  will  take  you  back  to  me ;  not 
to  my  love,  not  to  my  heart,  but  to  my 
name — my  hearth  and  home,  from  shame 
and  disgrace — and  we  will  go  together  to 
some  place  where  no  one  knows  us,  where 
no  one  can  reproach  you,  where " ' 

^^  Grand  mercif"  she  interrupts  scorn- 
fully, "  your  offer  is  too  magnanimous,  the 
picture  you  draw  too  tempting.  Thanks 
very  much,  but  I  have  other  views." 

His  heart  is  full  of  wrath  and  bitterness, 
but  he  cannot  see  this  woman  who  has  lain 
on  his  breast,  whom  he  has  loved  so  dearly, 
go  headlong  to  her  own  perdition. 

"Have  you  no  pity  for  yourself?"  he 
says,  presently ;  words  seem  slow  in  coming 
to  him — the  words  he  wants. 

"  No,"  she  answers  icily,  "  none  at  all.     I 
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am  sorry  for  you.  I  suppose  you  find  you 
can't  live  without  me.  I  don't  doubt  this 
moment  you  would  take  me  back  on  my 
own  terms  if  I  chose ;  but  I  don't  choose." 

He  stands  staring  at  her.  Is  this  crea- 
ture, fair  to  look  upon,  bright-eyed,  red- 
lipped,  soft-skinned,  a  woman? — a  helpmate 
for  man,  to  be  his  comfort,  his  consolation, 
his  pleasure  ? — the  one  bright  spot  given  to 
a  man  to  cheer  his  dreary  pilgrimage  ? — or 
is  it  some  mocking  devil  permitted  by  an 
infernal  agency  to  go  about  for  his  misery 
and  destruction  ? 

"  What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?"  The  words 
came  harsh  and  dry  from  his  parched 
throat. 

"  AYlien  we  are  divorced,  I  am  going  to 
marry  a  man  with  ten  thousand  a  year,  or 
very  near  it.  You  know  you  always  said 
that  was  what  I  ought  to  have  had.  He 
will    bo    here    directly — you   had    better 

go." 

A   sudden   fury   comes    over    him — he 
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makes  a  step  towards  her — a  very  devil 
kindling  in  his  flaming  eyes. 

She  looks  at  him  calmly. 

"Are  you  going  to  strangle  me?"  she 
asks,  looking  at  him  with  eyes  that  never 
blench. 

He  falls  back  again,  an  awful  coldness 
creeping  over  him — the  horror  is  so 
intense  it  benumbs  him — he  tries  to  steady 
himself  against  the  chimney-piece.  As  if 
in  a  dream  he  hears  the  bell  ring — sees 
her  rise  and  go  away.  A  moment  later 
he  hears  a  man's  voice,  with  which  hers 
mingles  laughing.  In  an  instant  he  dashes 
towards  the  door,  his  very  soul  filled  with 
murderous  rage ;  his  foot  catches  in  the 
portiere,  and  he  falls  heavily,  striking  his 
head.  Fora  moment  he  lies  stunned ;  then, 
as  he  essays  to  rise,  he  hears  the  street 
door  close,  and  a  carriage  drive  away. 
Mechanically  ho  goes  down  the  stairs, 
takes  his  hat  and  leaves  the  house.  His 
head  swims,  he  is  not  aware  of  anything 
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passing  him,  until  a  man  touches  his  arm 
and  says, 

"  Hadn't  you  better  get  into  a  cab  and 
go  home,  sir?  Your  head  seems  to  be 
bleeding  very  bad." 

Then  he  is  conscious  that  people  are 
staring  at  him,  and  that  the  side  of  his 
face  is  covered  with  blood. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  says ;  and  the  man 
calls  a  cab  and  puts  him  into  it. 

"Whereto,  sir?" 

His  memory  seems  to  have  left  him  ;  he 
cannot  for  the  life  of  him  remember  the 
name  of  his  hotel.  He  stares  vaguely  at 
his  Samaritan  friend. 

"  Perhaps  you've  got  a  card  or  an  enve- 
lope about  you,  sir  ?" 

He  pulls  half  a  dozen  letters  from  his 
pocket ;  the  address  is  the  same  on  all,  so 
the  man  directs  the  cabman  where  to  drive. 
Somehow  lie  gets  to  his  room,  and  throws 
himself  on  the  bed.     All  through  the  night. 
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as  he  tosses  to  and  fro,  his  lips  can  frame 
but  one  sentence — 

"  0  God  !  and  I  loved  that  woman  !" 

Captain  Etheregc  sees  all  this  in  the  logs 
that  blaze  and  crackle.  Time  has  worn 
off  the  keenness  of  the  sting ;  but  the 
memory  is  still  bitter.  Degraded,  disgraced, 
his  name  stained,  and  for  no  fault  or  sin 
of  his !  If  he  loved,  ay,  so  much,  could  he 
offer  that  name  to  another  woman  ? 

It  is  two  years  since  all  this  happened. 
After  the  divorce  he  went  to  America,  and 
for  twelve  months  led  a  roving  life,  find- 
ing what  diversion  he  might  in  the  wildest 
adventures,  the  most  dangerous  sports. 
He   hated   the   thought   of   England ;    he 

would  rather  have  gone  into  the  wildest, 
loneliest  haunts  of  Indians  than  face  Lon- 
don, his  friends,  his  club.  If  he  had  been 
the  guiltiest  creature  on  God's  earth — if 
the  mark  of  Cain  had  been  branded  on  his 
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brow — lie  could  not  have  more  dreaded  to 
meet  those  of  his  fellow-men  who  knew 
him  and  his  history.  So  he  travelled  about 
the  Continent,  and  finally  landed  at  Rouen, 
which  took  his  fancy  vastly.  Thence  he 
wrote  to  his  eldest  and  only  unmarried 
sister. 

"Mr  DEAE  Maet, 

"  If  you  can  be  spared  for  a 
little  time  from  your  nephews  and  nieces — 
that  is  to  say,  if  you  are  not  nursing  any 
of  the  different  tribes  throuofh  measles, 
scarlatina,  or  whooping-cough — come  and 
spend  a  month  or  two  with  me  in  this 
quaint  old  city.  Now  you've  taken  to 
writing.  jo\i\l  find  no  end  of  interesting 
old  places  and  people  here  to  scribble 
about ;  and  you  will  have  the  comfort  of 
knowing  you're  doing  a  most  charitable 
action,  for  I  am  getting  utterly  heartsick 
for  sight  of  a  face  I  know,  and  I  don't 
tliink    any  otlicr  would    do   me    so  much 
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good  as  your  dear  old  cheery  one.     What 
do  you  say  ?     AVill  you  come  ?" 

Mary  Etherege's  answer  was  to  come 
straight  off,  as  soon  as  she  had  packed  her 
wardrobe  and  foolscap. 
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A  CONFESSION. 


]!  TARCELLINE,  whose  heart  was  bound 
-'-'-*-  up  in  Dolores — who  had  no  other 
thought  or  wish,  morning,  noon,  and 
night,  but  the  welfare  of  her  little  one, 
who  had  run  such  grievous  risks  and  dan- 
gers— Marcelline  was  not  long  in  discover- 
ing that  Captain  Etherege  loved  her.  The 
more  she  considered  the  subject,  the  more 
puzzled  grew  her  brain.  Thus  her  reflec- 
tions ran  : 

"  He  loves  the  little  one,  that  is  certain, 
perhaps  even  without  knowing  it.  How 
he  watches  to  see  lier  smile — to  see  her 
pleased  !     What  pains  he  takes  to  satisfy 
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her  least  caprice  !  And  when  she  looks 
happy,  there  comes  into  his  eyes — ah  ! 
those  beautiful  eyes,  that  are  like  the  pic- 
tures of  the  blessed  Saint  Jean — a  tender- 
ness that  almost  brings  the  tears  into  my 
eyes,  old  fool  that  I  am !  He  is  too  old, 
without  doubt,  for  the  little  one  ;  but  ah  ! 
how  good  he  would  be  to  her ! — and  is  not 
that  a  thousand  times  more  to  be  desired 
than  the  quickly-ended  passion  of  a  young 
man,  with  whom  it  is  a  fashion  to  be  ca- 
pricious, and  to  desire  every  pretty  face  he 
sees.  Still  she  is  so  young,  the  little  one 
— so  young  and  tender.  It  is  not  a  father 
she  wants.  Sometimes  they  are  happy, 
though,  these  marriages ;  l3ut  I  have  heard 
they  are  not  approved  among  the  English. 
May  the  good  God  watch  over  her !"  fin- 
ished up  Marcelline,  "  and  send  her  happi- 
ness !" 

Dolores  was  not  ignorant  of  the  love 
she  inspired.  Those  who  themselves  have 
loved  become  quick  in  detecting  the  master 
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passion  in  otliers,  and  so  the  girl  soon 
came  to  know  that  Captain  Etherege  cared 
for  her.  She  had  no  feehng  for  him  be- 
yond a  certain  pleasure  in  his  society,  and 
in  hearing  him  talk — a  restful  conscious- 
ness of  protection  in  his  presence,  and  a 
grateful  remembrance  that  he  had  brought 
light  across  the  dulness  and  dimness  of 
her  life  ;  yet  she  was  glad  he  loved  her — 
glad  to  think  she  could  inspire  strong  feel- 
ing in  some  heart,  and  with  the  unfairness 
of  an  unreasoning  child,  she  took  a  secret 
pleasure  in  fostering  the  passion  which  she 
had  no  thouo^ht  of  returnino^.  But  it 
raised  no  hopes  in  him ;  he  did  not  even 
give  her  credit  for  guessing  at  his  real 
feelings ;  and  as  for  Mary  Etherege,  the 
kindest,  best  creature  in  the  world,  there 
was  so  little  sentiment  in  her  nature,  and 
she  was  so  unskilled  in  reading  others, 
that  she  had  not  any  real  consciousness  of 
what  her  brother  felt  and  Dolores  knew. 
She  was  rendered  additionally  blind  by  the 
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fact  of  having  lier  mind  concentrated  on 
writing ;  and  though  sometimes  vague 
thoughts  about  the  two  would  flit  across 
her  brain,  they  took  no  definite  shape. 

One  Autumn  evening,  Captain  Etherege, 
his  sister,  and  Dolores,  were  sitting  over  a 
cheery  wood  fire  in  the  cosy  little  salon. 
There  was  no  light  but  the  flame  of  the 
blazing  logs,  which  threw  a  warm,  ruddy 
glow  over  the  faces  of  the  three ;  but  it 
was  light  enough  to  tell  stories  by,  and 
Captain  Etherege  was  telling  one  entranced 
auditor,  at  least,  the  story  of  the  Endymion 
and  her  gallant  crew,  who,  at  the  risk  of 
being  stranded  on  the  reefs  themselves, 
saved  seven  hundred  of  their  French  foes 
from  a  horrible  death. 

"  And  then,"  he  finished,  his  face  all 
aglow  with  honest  pride  at  the  remem- 
brance of  what  British  tars  had  done — 
"  then,  when  the  Endymion  had  hauled 
them  off  the  rocks,  and  got  into  fair  water 
again  herself,  the  Frenchmen  tumbled  into 
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the  rigfo-ingf,  and  clieered  our  men  like 
mad,  until  tlie  sound  was  heard  far  above 
the  howling  of  the  wind  and  the  roar  of 
the  waves ;  and  then  they  set  sail,  and 
went  to  tell  the  story  of  their  noble  foes, 
and  you  may  depend  after  that  they  never 
thought  of  our  British  tars  without  a  ten- 
der  spot  in  their  hearts  somewhere  for 
them." 

Dolores  was  leaning  forward,  her  hands 
clasped,  the  tears  standing  in  her  eager 
eyes. 

"Ah!  that  was  noble  1"  she  said,  her 
voice  so  tremulous  she  chould  hardly 
speak. 

"  Yes,"  Captain  Etherege  answered. 
"  That  story  always  stirred  my  blood  more 
than  any  other.  I  think  I  would  rather 
have  been  in  the  Endymion  that  time, 
almost,  than  have  fought  by  Nelson's  side 
at  Trafalgar." 

At  this  juncture  Mary  Etherege  slipped 
away  into  the  dining-room  to  fetch  some 
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work.  After  she  was  gone,  her  brother 
and  Dolores  sat  for  some  time  looking 
into  the  fire  without  speaking.  Presently 
Captain  Etherege  glanced  at  his  compan- 
ion. The  firelight  flickered  over  her 
peach-like  face  and  round,  white  throat; 
it  warmed  her  rich  brown  hair,  and  shone 
upon  her  sweet  blue  eyes. 

"I  know  what  you  remind  me  of,"  he 
said,  suddenly.  "It  has  often  puzzled  me, 
but  I  remember  now  ;  3^ou  are  like  Greuze's 
picture  in  the  Louvre." 

Dolores  gave  one  startled  glance  at  him, 
and  then  burst  into  tears. 

"My  dear  child,  what  have  I  said?" 
cried  Philip  Etherege,  quite  distressed. 
"  I  would  not  pain  you  for  the  world  !" 

But  Dolores  said  nothing,  only  let  the 
great  glistening  tears  rain  through  her 
slender  hands. 

"  Dolores,  dear  child,  don't  cry,"  he  said, 
kneeling  down  beside  her  and  putting  his 
arm  round  her ;  "  you  make  me  wretched." 

f2 


68  DOLOEES. 

"It  is  nothing,"  slie  sobbed,  drawing 
herself  away. 

He  sat  down  again  with  a  sigh,  and  re- 
mained silently  looking  into  the  fire  until 
she  left  off  crying,  and  removed  her  hands 
from  her  face.  Then  he  took  one  of  them 
tenderly  in  his,  and  when  she  essayed  to 
draw  it  from  him,  he  said  gently, 

"Don't  take  it  away,  child  ;  I  would  not 
do  anything  to  vex  you ;"  and  she  let  it 
remain. 

"  What  made  you  cry,  dear  ?"  he  asked, 
presently.     "  Was  it  something  I  said  ?" 

"  It  was  about  the  picture,"  Dolores 
answered,  looking  ready  to  cry  again. 

"  We  will  not  speak  of  it,  then,  if  it 
pains  you." 

"If  it  had  not  been  for  that  picture,' 
cried  Dolores,  impetuously,  "  I  should 
never  have  been  so  miserable — so  misera- 
ble as  I  am  now." 

"  Are  you  still  so  miserable  ?"  Captain 
Etherege  asked,  in  a  sad  voice. 
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"  I  shall  never  be  anything  but  misera- 
ble." 

"  Oh  !  child,  don't  say  that,"  he  cried,  in 
a  quick,  uncertain  voice.  "You  who  are 
so  younof,  with  life  and  love  before  you,  to 
talk  like  that !" 

"  Not  love,"  she  answered,  bitterly ; 
"  that  is  over." 

Philip  Etherege  could  almost  have 
smiled,  if  he  had  not  felt  so  sad. 

"  Do  you  know,  dear,"  he  said,  giving 
utterance  to  what  he  had,  a  little  while  be- 
fore, been  firmly  resolved  never  to  betray, 
— "  do  you  know  I  love  you,  with  all 
my  heart — that  I  would  do,  or  sacrifice 
anything  in  this  world  for  the  hope  that 
you  might  be  mine  !  I  don't  tell  you  this 
because  I  think  or  believe  for  one  instant 
it  would  ever  make  you  think  of  me  other- 
wise than  you  do  now — as  a  man,  old  and 
grey, — a  man  who  could  never  be  anything 
to  you  but  a  friend,  or  an  adviser.  I  feel 
all    that,    dear     child,    keenly,    painfully 
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enougli ;  but  I  tell  it  you  just  to  prove  to 
you  that,  if  you  can  revive  a  love  in  me  that 
I  thought  no  woman  living  could  re-kindle, 
it  makes  it  doubly  sure  that  many  another 
man  will  love  you,  for  your  beautiful  face 
and  your  dear,  sweet  ways.  And  then, 
dear,  when  some  one  comes  who  is  worthy 
of  you,  who  has  youth  and  love  and  all  you 
value  to  give  you,  life  will  seem  very  dif- 
ferent in  your  eyes  from  what  it  does  to-day. 
Seventeen,  and  life  and  love  finished ! 
Ah !  my  little  one,  you  have  tasted  neither 

yet." 

"  I  have,"  she  cried  passionately;  "  you 
do  not  know  anything."  Then  she  remem- 
bered what  he  had  said  about  loving  her, 
and  she  caught  away  her  hand  quickly. 

"  If  you  knew,"  she  said,  the  deep  red 
flushing  in  her  cheeks,  and  her  voice 
faltering, — "  if  you  knew,  you  would  not 
love  me,  you  would  despise  me." 

"  I  !"  lie  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  tender 
incredulity. 
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"  Yes,  you.  Ah !  you  do  not  know 
how  foolish  and  wicked  I  have  been." 

"  Foolish,  perhaps,"  he  answered,  re- 
gaining the  little  hand,  and  kissing  it  ten- 
derly ;  "we  are  all  foolish  sometime  in 
our  lives,  but  wicked — no,  dear,  don't  ask 
me  to  believe  that.  I  hardly  think  you 
know  what  actual  wickedness  means ;  you 
have  committed  some  trifling  wrong,  per- 
haps, and  it  seems  a  fearful  enormity  to 
your  innocent  eyes." 

"  If  I  were  to  tell  you " 

"  Don't  tell  me,  dear  child.  I  trust  3-ou. 
I  seek  to  know  nothing ;"  and  so,  in  his 
generosity,  he  put  aside  the  curiosity  that 
had  tormented  him,  waking  and  sleeping, 
for  two  months. 

"  1 2^;i7/  tell  you,"  she  said,  resolutely. 
"  But  you  will  still  be  kind  and  good  to 
me,  even  if  you  despise  me.  You  will  not 
betray  me  to  anyone,  will  you  ?" 

There  were  some  noble  chords  in 
Dolores's   nature,    and    her    sorrow    had 
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struck  music  from  them,  and  made  her 
something  far  sweeter,  higher,  worthier 
than  the  frivolous  child  it  found  her. 

"Don't  tell  me,"  said  Philip  Etherege, 
again. 

"  I  must  tell  you,  because  I  want  you 
not  to  love  me,"  she  answered,  her  sweet 
voice  trembling.  "  It  is  so  terrible  to  love, 
when  the  love  is  not  returned." 

"  Yes,"  he  answered  mechanically,  with 
a  deep  sigh. 

Dolores  went  on : 

"  In  the  Spring,  Mamma  went  away  to 
England,  and  Marcelline  and  I  were  left 
alone  up  at  the  house.  One  day  a  stranger 
saw  me  picking  apple-blossoms,  and  he 
desired  to  paint  me,  because  I  was  like  a 
picture  in  the  Louvre.  So  he  asked  Mar- 
celline, and  it  was  so  very,  very  dull  and 
quiet  up  there,  she  thought  it  would  please 
me,  and  consented.  He  came  several  times 
to  make  my  jiicture,  and  I — oli,  Captain 
Etherege,  it  seems  so   l^okl,  so  immodest 
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to  tell  you  I  loved  him,  hardly  even  know- 
ing that  I  loved  him."  And  Dolores  stopped 
a  moment,  because  her  voice  was  choked 
with  tears. 

"  Poor  little  child  !"  said  Philip,  his  own 
eyes  wet  with  pity,  and  he  kissed  the  little 
hand  again. 

"  You  will  not  want  to  do  that  when  I 
have  told  you  all,"  uttered  Dolores,  sadly  ; 
but  he  only  clasped  it  the  tighter. 

"  He  was  a  grand  English  gentleman ; 
he  was  very  kind  and  good  to  me,  but  he 
never  ever  guessed  I  should  be  foolish 
enough  to  love  him.  Then  he  had  to  go  away 
suddenly ;  he  sent  me  a  letter,  and  I 
thought  my  heart  would  have  broken.  OIi, 
if  you  knew  what  it  is  to  feel  that  misery 
of  being  away  out  of  sight  of  some  one  who 
is  all  your  life  to  you,  with  the  thought 
that  you  will  never  see  them  again,  you 
will  not  want  to  love." 

Captain  Etherege  listened  as  if  in  a 
dream.     To  hear  this  little  girl  warn  him 
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of  sufferings  that  had  embittered  the  last 
years  of  his  life,  it  was  so  passing  strange, 
it  bewildered  him  into  silence. 

"For  three  days,"  she  went  on,  ''  I  was 
almost  mad  with  misery ;  then  the  fourth,  I 
— I  could  not  bear  it,  and  I  followed  him 
to  Paris." 

''"Good  God!"  cried  Philip  in  sudden 
agony,  dropping  her  hand. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  shrinking  back,  "I 
knew  you  would  hate  and  despise  me." 

"  Oh  child,  go  on  !"  he  cried,  catching  it 
again,  and  grasping  it  so  hard  it  pained 
her, — "  go  on,  tell  me  all,  for   God's  sake !" 

She  snatched  her  hand  away,  and  burst 
into  tears,  while  he  sat  devouring  her  face 
with  fierce,  strange,  miserable  eyes. 

"  Don't  keep  me  in  this  suspense !"  he 
said,  in  a  voice  so  unlike  his  own  that  the 
girl  looked  ii}),  startled. 

"  I  found  him,  and  he  brought  mo  back 
home,"  slio  faltered.     And  then  there  was 
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a  long-  silence.     Captain  Etlierege  was  the 
first  to  break  it. 

"  Did  you  want  to  stay  with  him,  child  ?" 
"  Yes,"   she   answered,  in   a  low  voice, 
hiding  her  face  in  her  hands.     "  I  implored 
him  to  let  me  stay ;  I  said  I  would  be  his 
servant — anything,  only  to  be  with  him." 
"  And  what  answer  did  he  make  ?" 
"  He  said  I  knew  not  what  I  asked." 
"  Have  you  ever  seen  him  since  ?" 
"He  stayed  two  days  longer  in  Rouen. 
I  have  never  seen  him  since." 

"And  your  mother — did  she  know?" 
"Never  until  that  first  day  I  saw  you 
down  by  the  Quai.  I  was  on  the  threshold, 
I  heard  Marcelline  tell  her,  and  I  ran  away 
blindly  in  my  shame  and  terror.  Now  you 
know  all,  and  you  will  never  be  my  friend 
any  more,  perhaps." 

He  only  kissed  her  hands  passionately 
for  answer. 

"  We  cannot  give  love  and  take  it  back," 
he  said.     "  No,  child  ;  I  love  you  with  all 
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my  heart.  I  believe  you  as  pure  aud  inno- 
cent as  any  woman  breathing ;  and  I  would 
hold  it  the  dearest  blessing  God  could  give 
me  to  shield  your  dear  life  from  harm  and 
sorrow.  Oh,  my  darling,  could  you  not 
love  me  a  little — ever  so  little  ?" 
But  tears  were  his  only  answer. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


A  LETTER. 


"pwOLORES  lay  awake  all  that  night 
-*-^  thinking  of  what  had  happened  to 
her,  and  hardly  knowing  whether  to  be 
glad  or  sorry.  She  was  not  ashamed  of 
having  told  the  honest  truth  to  the  man 
who  loved  her;  it  was  only  fair  and  just 
that  he  should  know,  she  said  to  her- 
self. And  he  must  love  her  dearly.  "\7as 
it  not  strong  proof  that  he  remained  un- 
changed, even  after  the  disclosure  which 
had  been  so  painful  and  shameful  to  her  ? 
But  she  did  not  love  him — not  as  she 
understood  the  meaning  of  love — not  with 
that  wild  worship  she  had  known  for  Guy. 
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He  would  protect  and  shelter  and  be  good 
to  her,  and  she  felt  rest  and  trust  in  him — 
that  was  all.  The  thought  that  he  was 
too  old  never  occurred  to  her ;  he  had 
seemed  as  young  as  Guy  when  he  sat  with 
her  over  the  firelight  kissing  her  hands. 

"  How  1  wish  I  could  love  him  !"  she 
said  to  herself  a  thousand  times.  "  I  might 
be  so  happy  with  him  if  I  could  forget  Sir 
Guy.  Would  he  be  sorry  if  I  married 
some  one  else  ?  No,  I  think  not ;  he  never 
cared  for  me ;"  and  then  she  turned  her 
face  to  her  pillow  and  cried.  "If  it  were 
possible,"  she  thought  again,  "  that  some 
day  we  might  meet,  and  he  should  think 
more  of  me,  and  then  it  was  too  late." 

And  after  thinking  a  long,  long  time, 
she  resolved  to  write  to  Guy,  and  tell  him, 
and  ask  his  advice.  The  next  day  she 
wrote  him  this  letter : — 

"  Dear  Sir  Guy, — Once  you  told  me,  if  I 
wanted  help  or  counsel,  to  write  to  you. 
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I  cliug  still  to  tlie  remembrance  of  your 
kindness,  tliougli  you,  perhaps,  have  for- 
gotten it,  and  almost  me.  Someone  who 
is  very  good  and  generous  has  offered  me 
his  love.  I  have  told  him  all  my  foolish- 
ness that  I  was  guilty  of  to  you,  and  he 
pardons  it.  I  do  not  love  him  as — as  I 
could  wish ;  but,  since  he  is  so  good  to  me, 
and  cares  so  for  me,  should  I,  who  can 
never  love  again,  refuse  so  much  devo- 
tion ?  I  ask  you ;  you  will  advise,  will 
you  not  ? 

"  Your  little  friend  and  sister, 

"  Dolores." 

With  her  own  hands  she  posted  the 
letter,  and  waited  day  by  day  for  the 
answer.  But  it  never  came ;  and  at  last 
she  was  forced  to  say,  in  the  bitterness  of 
her  heart, 

"He  has  forgotten  me  utterly;  he  will 
not  even  give  himself  the  trouble  to  write 
me  one  line."     Then  pride  came   to   her 
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rescue.  "It  is  mean  and  pitiful  iu  me," 
she  said,  with  kindling  eyes,  "  to  treasure 
in  my  heart  such  love  for  a  man  who  has 
no  thought  of  me  !  I  will  never  think  of 
him  an}"  more."  And  so  she  tried  to 
banish  him  from  her  memory,  and  was  all 
the  happier  for  the  effort. 

She  began  to  take  more  interest  in  her 
life ;  to  be  glad  when  she  was  with  Captain 
Etherege,  to  be  sorry  when  he  left  her,  and 
to  feel  that  he  was  the  mainspring  of  her 
new  existence,  making  it  all  smooth  and 
pleasant  to  her. 

As  for  Philip,  since  that  evening  when 
he  had  been  overcome  into  betraying  his 
love  for  her,  he  had  never  alluded  to  it 
again.  She  knew  now  what  his  feelings 
were;  should  she  ever  have  the  dawn  of 
some  warmer,  kindliei'  thought  of  him,  it 
would  be  for  her  to  show  it.  Over  and 
over  again  he  thought  of  the  story  she  had 
so  frankly  confessed  to  liim  ;  aiul,  bitter  as 
the   recollection   was,    it    seemed,    in   one 
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sense,  to  bring  lier  nearer  to  liim.  If  lier 
past  had  been  unclouded,  if  she  had  a 
future  such  as  most  young  girls  have  to 
look  forward  to,  would  she  not  be  utterly, 
hopelessly  out  of  reach  of  him  ? — of  what 
little  he  had  to  offer  ?  But  now  there  was 
this  dark  page  in  her  life,  which  she  her- 
self was  so  bitterly  ashamed  of,  might  he 
not  offer  his  heart,  his  love,  and  his  name, 
to  shield  her — as  far  as  it  is  given  to  one 
mortal  to  shield  another — from  so  much  of 
pain  and  suffering  ?  But  it  gave  him  a 
horrible  pang  to  think  of  this  little  tender 
child  having  been  at  the  mercy  of  another 
man.    He  would  not  doubt  her. 

"  If  she  were  not  spotless  and  innocent," 
he  reasoned  to  himself,  "  she  would  never 
have  made  such  a  confession.  Though  she 
talks  so  bitterly  of  her  wickedness  and 
folly,  I  would  stake  my  life  she  is  ignor- 
ant of  the  construction  the  world  would 

put  on  her  words.     Oh  !  if  that No, 

he  must  be  an  honourable  man,  though  I 
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feel  so  bitter  against  him.  If  slie  liad 
never  seen  liim,  and  could  liave  given  me 
half  of  that  passionate  worship  her  poor, 
lavish  little  heart  wasted  on  him,  how 
happy  I  might  have  been  once  again ! 
Even  as  it  is,  I  feel  it  would  be  almost  hap- 
piness to  be  able  to  protect  her  from  all 
external  harm  and  suffering.  What  is  to 
become  of  the  child,  living  here  without 
society  and  companionship,  having  no  one 
but  Marcelline  ?  She  seems  a  good,  sensi- 
ble creature,  and  1  am  sure  she  loves  the 
child ;  but  what  an  existence  for  a  young 
girl  who  should  be  just  beginning  life  with 
a  host  of  joyous  anticipations  !" 

As  a  rule,  Captain  Etheregc  told  his 
sister  everything  that  concerned  him,  sure 
of  her  loving,  sisterly  affection  ;  but  on  the 
subject  of  Dolores  he  was  silent,  and  told 
her  nothing. 

One  morning  a  letter  came  from  an  old 
friend.  lie  was  in  dehcate  liealth,  was 
iroinf'"  to  the  south  of  France  for  the  Win- 
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ter,  and  being  obliged  to  remain  a  few 
days  in  Paris,  liad  written  to  ask  Captain 
Etherege  to  join  liim  there. 

"  I  am  quite  alone,"  lie  wrote,  "  and  feel 
very  wretched  and  nervous  about  myself. 
My  brother  is  to  join  me  in  a  few  days, 
but'  meantime  I  am  so  hipped  and  dull, 
my  life  is  a  burden.  For  the  sake  of  old 
times,  do,  like  a  good  fellow,  take  pity 
upon  me,  and  if  you  can  spare  a  Aveek 
from  that  exciting  place  in  which  you  are 
at  present  stagnating,  you  will  earn  my 
eternal  gratitude." 

Unable  to  resist  such  an  appeal,  Philip 
had  his  portmanteau  packed,  and  went  off 
by  the  afternoon  train.  Dolores  ran  in  to 
pay  her  accustomed  visit  a  few  minutes 
after  his  departure. 

"  Philip  left  all  kinds  of  messages  for 
you,"  said  Mary  Etherege — "  he  has  gone 
to  Paris." 

"To  Paris  !"  repeated  Dolores,  her  face 
falling  visibly. 

g2 
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"Yes,  dear,  for  a  week;  so  you  must 
take  pity  on  me,  and  give  me  a  good  deal 
of  your  company  tlie  next  few  days.  I 
daresay  the  cliange  will  do  him  good,  poor 
fellow.  I  am  afraid  he  finds  this  place 
dull,  but  he  is  so  kind  and  good,  he  would 
never  say  so,  because  he  knows  I  enjoy 
being  here." 

"  I  need  not  have  been  unhappy  about 
his  caring  too  much  for  me,"  sighed  Do- 
lores to  herself.  "  I  don't  believe  men 
know  what  it  is  to  love  really." 

"  Philip's  has  been  a  sad  life,"  Miss 
Etherege  went  on  presently.  "Did  you 
know  he  had  been  married,  Dolores  ?" 

"  No,"  she  answered,  starting. 

"It  is  a  very  sad  story — I  hate  to  talk 
about  it,  ])ut  somehow  I  fancy  he  wants 
you  to  know." 

"  And  did  his  wife  die  ?"  asked  Dolores, 
solemnly. 

"  No." 

There    was   a   pause.     Mary   Etherege 
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fidgeted  about  a  little,  and  arranged  tlie 
things  on  lier  writing-table. 

"  I  hate  to  talk  about  it,"  she  repeats 
presently,  almost  irritably  for  her.  "  She 
was  a  bad,  wicked  woman,  and  God  forgive 
me,  but  I  cannot  forgive  her." 

Turning,  she  sees  Dolores'  eyes  fixed 
wonderingly  upon  her. 

"  It  is  so  difficult  to  tell  a  little  innocent 
creature  like  you,"  she  pursues.  ''  I  dare- 
say you  never  even  heard  the  word  di- 
vorce ?'' 

Dolores  shakes  her  head.  Mary  Etherege 
feels  a  great  difficulty  in  continuing  her 
narrative. 

"Well,"  she  says  at  last,  "when  people 
are  married,  and  one  is  untrue  to  the 
other,  they  can  be  separated  by  law — that 
is  called  being  divorced.  It  means  the 
marriage  is  annulled — the  husband  and 
wife  are  no  more  to  each  other  than  if 
they  had  never  been  married." 

"  And   Avas   some   one   once  untrue   to 
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Philip — to  Captain  Etlierege,  I  mean  ?" 
and  tlie  girl  bluslies. 

" Yes,"  replies  tiie  sister  bitterly ;  "and 
yet  he  was  the  kindest,  the  most  indulgent 
husband  in  the  world." 

"  Is  it  long  ago?" 

"  More  than  two  years,  and  until  he 
saw  you,  he  could  never  bear  to  speak  to 
a  woman.  I  think  you  have  cured  him  of 
that." 

''  Oh  !"  and  Dolores  heaves  a  deep  sigh. 

She  went  home  with  a  new  interest  in 
Captain  Etherege,  saying  to  herself,  "  We 
have  both  had  our  sorrows,  we  should  not 
expect  too  much  of  each  other ;  we  can 
neither  of  us  love  any  more."  Old  reason- 
ing for  such  a  child ;  but  sorrow  soon 
makes  the  heart  old.  And  the  days  that 
he  was  away  seemed  so  long  and  dreary, 
she  felt  as  if  it  was  quite  impossible  to  go 
back  to  the  old  life  without  him.  If  ho 
went  away  for  a  few  months,  what  a  great 
miserable   blank    there   would   be   a  Grain ! 
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Would  it  not  bo  better  to  make  sure  of 
having  liim  always  near  her?  And  now 
that  he  was  away,  and  she  missed  him  so 
much,  she  began  to  think  she  loved  him. 
She  longed  for  him  to  come  back,  she 
counted  the  hours  until  the  week  should 
be  over,  and  the  more  she  doubted  if  he 
really  cared  for  her,  the  more  she  felt 
drawn  towards  him. 

Then  when  he  did  come  back,  as  she 
and  Mary  Etherege  were  sitting  together 
over  the  firelight,  when  she  saw  his  kind 
eyes  looking  gladly  into  hers,  when  she 
heard  the  sound  of  his  voice,  and  felt  the 
loving  pressure  of  his  hand,  she  was  almost 
happy,  and  said  to  herself,  "Yes,  I  know  I 
shall  love  him."  A  little  later,  when  Mary 
Etherege  was  out  of  the  room,  Dolores  put 
one  hand  shyly  on  his,  and  said, 

"  I  am  so  glad  you  have  come  back.  It 
seemed  quite  dull  and  changed  without 
you." 
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"  Are  you  glad — really  glad,  child  ?"  lie 
asked,  quickly  turning  to  lier. 

"Yes,  really." 

He  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  tlien  lie 
said, 

"  Have  you  ever  tliouglit,  while  I  have 
been  away,  o£  what  I  once  said  to  you  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Has  Mary  told  you  about — about  my 
past  life  ?  Tell  me,  child,  will  you  have  my 
love?" 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  simply. 

"Darling,"  he  said,  hardly  satisfied, 
"  are  you  quite  sure  in  your  own  mind  ? 
Don't  take  me  out  of  pity.  I  would  rather 
never  see  your  dear  face  again  than  think 
you  might  some  day  regret  what  you  had 
done." 

"  I  shall  not  regret,"  she  answered  in  a 
low  voice.  "  We  have  both  been  sad,  you 
and  I ;  we  shall  not  expect  too  much  from 
each  other." 

He   kissed   her   a   little   sadly,  and  she 


A  LETTER.  89 

felt  a  tranquil  content  that  was  not  love, 
and  yet  was  a  sort  of  happiness.  It  was 
a  strange  wooing  and  acceptance  for  a  girl 
of  seventeen,  was  it  not?  So  it  was 
settled  that  Captain  Etherege  and  Dolores 
were  to  marry  each  other.  His  sister  was 
surprised,  but  very  glad,  and  Marcelline 
was  divided  between  exuberant  pleasure 
and  anxious  doubts.  They  were  not  to  be 
married  just  yet,  it  was  decided — Dolores 
was  so  young,  and  Philip  was  too  diffident 
and  uncertain  of  her  feelings  to  wish  to 
hasten  the  marriage.  Before  she  had 
consented  to  be  his  wife,  he  had  believed  it 
would  be  sufficient  happiness  only  to  have 
her — now  he  had  the  most  ardent  desire 
that  she  should  love  him,  not  lukewarmly, 
as  he  felt  she  did,  but  dearly,  passionately, 
as  she  had  loved  that  other  man.  Oh, 
how  the  recollection  of  him  rankled  in 
Philip's  heart ! 

A  month  passed,  during  which  Dolores 
felt  happier  than  she  had  ever  been  before, 
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except  during  the  time  of  her  fitful  wikl 
joy  in  the  presence  of  Guy.  Philip  was  so 
good,  he  provided  a  thousand  pleasures  for 
her ;  it  was  even  arranged — oh,  greatest 
happiness  of  all ! — that  he  was  to  take  her 
and  his  sister  to  Paris  for  a  week.  Dolores 
clapped  her  hands  with  a  return  of  the 
old  childish  delight,  and  he  began  to  feel 
more  confident  of  ultimately  winning  her 
love. 

"Ah,  mon  Dieu!  what  it  is  to  be  young 
and  have  rich  lovers  !"  cried  Marcelline  one 
day  with  a  beaming  face,  when  Dolores 
showed  her  the  diamond  ring  that  Captain 
Etherege  had  given  her,  as  the  pledge  of 
their  engagement.  "  I  told  you  once,  little 
one,  when  you  desponded,  that  some  day 
good  fortune  would  come  to  you,  and  sec 
how  the  ban  Dleu  makes  everything  right. 
As  for  M.  le  Capitainc,  he  is  an  angel  of 
goodness — ho  is  like  pictures  of  the  blessed 
Saint  Jean — he  is  the  man,  par  exemple,  to 
make   a  good  husband.     Ah  !    how  much 


A  LETTER,  91 

better  to  have  sucli  a  man  as  that,  wlio  is 
not  young  and  giddy,  and  would  not  want 
to  be  always  looking  round  for  the  pretty 
faces  of  other  women,  to  break  your 
heart." 

Dolores  did  not  answer.  She  was  look- 
ing out  thoughtfully  at  the  cold  Winter 
scene ;  and,  when  she  turned,  Marcelline 
saw  that  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

"  Fi  done !  Mademoiselle,"  she  cried 
briskly — "  tears — why  tears,  I  should  wish 
to  know  ?  Tiens  !  look  at  these  big  frozen 
drops  in  your  beautiful  ring,  like  the  fairy 
story  of  the  little  princess  whose  tears  were 
turned  into  diamonds.  That  was  well 
worth  crying  for,  but  yours  are  but  poor 
worthless  drops  of  salt  water,  that  only  make 
your  pretty  eyes  red  and  sore.  Mon  Dieu  ! 
to  cry  because  one  has  a  rich,  generous 
lover.  Oh  !  what  a  silly  child  !  And  M. 
le  Capitaine  is  a  fine,  handsome  man,  bien 
entendu^''  she  rattled  on. 

"  Marcelline,"  said  the  child  sadly,  put- 
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ting  her  arms  round  lier  faithful  friend's 
neck,  "  I  am  not  worthy  of  him,  and  that 
makes  me  miserable." 

"  La,  la,  la  !"  cried  Marcelline,  touched, 
but  obstinately  refusing  to  display  any  soft 
feeling,  "  what  silly  fancies  are  these  ?  I'll 
answer  he  thinks  you  good  enough.  I 
daresay  if  one  only  knew,  he  is  fretting  be- 
cause he  thinks  himself  unworthy  of  you. 
So  it  is  always  with  those  foolish  lovers 
who  make  so  much  of  each  other.  They 
don't  trouble  their  heads  about  not  being 
good  enough  after  the  priest  has  once 
joined  their  hands." 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

THE    KEAL    PIOTUEE. 

npHE  day  was  fixed  for  the  visit  to  Paris, 
-^  and  Dolores  was  in  quite  an  excited 
state  at  the  thouo^ht  of  it,  when  a  summons 
came  for  Miss  Etherege  to  go  to  one  of  her 
sisters,  who  was  ill.  When  Dolores  heard 
the  news,  her  disappointment  was  so  griev- 
ous, and-  she  showed  it  so  unmistakeably 
in  her  face,  that  Philip  felt  she  should  not 
and  must  not  be  thwarted. 

"  Molly !"  he  whispered,  "  why  should  not 
Dolores  and  I  go  to  Paris,  and  take  Mar- 
cellinc  with  us  for  chaperon  ?" 

Mary  thought  for  a  moment. 

"  I  do  not  see  any  objection  at  all,"  she 
answered,  after  a  slight  pause. 
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So  it  was  decided;  and  when  Dolores  told 
Marcelline  the  news,  she  danced  about  the 
room  with  the  childish  gaiety  of  old  times. 

The  faithful  servant's  heart  throbbed 
with  pleasure  at  sight  of  this  unwonted 
merriment ;  her  honest  face  beamed  with 
delight,  but  she  could  not  refrain  from 
saying  a  little  maliciously, 

"  Tiens !  is  this  the  demoiselle  who  want- 
ed to  be  a  nun — who  was  never  going  to  be 
happy  again  all  the  days  of  her  life  ?" 

"  Unkind  Marcelline  !"  pouted  the  child. 
"  Do  3^ou  rail  at  me  because  I  am  happy  ?" 

Marcelline's  answer  is  to  take  the  fan' 
face  between  her  brown  hands,  and  imprint 
a  sounding  kiss  upon  each  cheek.  Then 
she  trots  off  into  the  kitchen,  where,  in  the 
exuberance  of  her  delight,  she  cannot  help 
confiding  to  Jeanneton  the  news  of  her  im- 
pending visit  to  Paris.  Is  not  Paris  the 
El  Dorado  of  every  Frenchwoman,  gentle 
or  simple,  young  or  old  ? 

"  Ah  !"  says  Jeanneton,  pausing  in  her 
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work,  and  looking  enviously  at  Marcelline's 
triumpliant  face,  "thou  wilt  see  Paris, 
tliou.  Well,  my  girl,  that  will  be  a  happy 
day  for  thee.  And  thou  wilt  see  the  gar- 
dens where  I  used  to  dance,  and  the  houses 
where  we  supped  afterwards  (though  they 
say  many  of  them  are  pulled  down),  when 
I  was  the  gayest  grisette  in  all  the  Quar- 
tier.  Ah !  there  are  no  more  grisettes 
now  like  then.  I  remember,  too,  there 
were  many  English  there ;  fine  men  they 
were,  and  generous.  Oh  yes,  generous,  I 
tell  thee ;  the  English  always  spend  their 
money  like  water.  They  had  a  fancy  for 
me  too,  but  I  liked  the  Frenchmen  best. 
But,  dis  done,  Marcelline,  if  the  little 
demoiselle  marries  this  English  capitaine, 
wilt  thou  g-o  with  her  to  Eng-land  ?" 

"  We  shall  see,"  replies  Marcelline,  nod- 
ding her  head. 

"  Ah,  poor  girl !"  cries  Jeanueton  with  a 
spice  of  malice,  holding  up  her  hands, 
"  then  I  pity  thee  in  that  satane  Angleterre, 
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where  they  do  nothing  but  eat  raw  biftecks 
and  get  tipsy  all  day.  Pauvres  diables !  I 
suppose  they  are  forced  to  it,  or  they  would 
all  hauof  themselves,  throuQ-h  livino-  in 
a  weather  as  thick  as  bouillon." 

"  Ah !  it  is  because  thou  knowest  no- 
thing better  that  thou  throwest  me  those 
niaiseries  at  the  nose,"  retorts  Marcelline. 
"  Would  the  English  be  such  a  fine  race, 
thinkest  thou,  if  all  one  says  of  them  were 
true  ?  Does  M.  le  Capitaine  look  as  if  he 
drank  all  day  ?" 

"  Ah  !  but  ho  looks  as  if  he  had  the 
spleen.  If  I  were  Mademoiselle,  I  would 
rather  have  married  the  Cure's  brother, 
who  used  to  come  in  the  Spring.  He  was 
a  fine,  gay-looking  gentleman,  that !" 

" Peste !  ma  bonne"  cries  Marcelline,  dis- 
concerted. "  I  begin  to  think  thee  blind 
as  well  as  deaf.  The  Cure  s  brother  was  not 
to  be  looked  at  beside  M.  le  Capitaine." 

"  Blind  /"  echoes  Jeanneton,  angrily. 
"  Thou  wouldst  have  it,  perhaps,  that  my 
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senses  are  failing  me  already !  I  wager 
there  is  not  more  tban  five  years'  difference 
between  thee  and  me." 

^^DiabUr  exclaims  the  other,  angrily, 
"  what  would  the  woman  have  !  Thou  art 
beautiful  as  an  angel,  young  as  a  rose-bud, 
innocent  as  a  dove.  Does  that  satisfy 
thee?" 

"  Mon  Dieu!  but  thou  hast  a  temper," 
retorts  Jeannetou.  "  However,  I  wish 
thee  no  worse  than  to  go  to  that  satanc 
Angleterre" 

Captain  Etherege,  Dolores,  and  Marcel- 
line  were  in  Paris,  and  a  very  happy  trio 
they  made.  It  seemed  like  enchantment 
to  the  child  as  she  drove  in  the  Bois,  wan- 
dered about  the  streets,  contemplating, 
with  wondering,  wide-open  eyes,  the  trea- 
sures displayed  in  the  shops ;  or  sat,  with 
rapt  attention,  in  the  theatre,  laughing  and 
crying  by  turns,  and  calling  on  Marcelline, 
who  sat,  the  picture  of  a  discreet  chaperon 

VOL.  IL  H 
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in  the  back  of  tlie  box,  to  sympatbise  with 
her  ecstasy  or  horror. 

To  Philip  it  was  like  the  glimpse  of  a 
new  life  to  be  with  this  gay  creature — to 
watch  her  enthusiasm,  her  raptures,  and 
to  feel  this  bright  young  life  would,  in  the 
happy  future,  that  he  almost  trembled  to 
think  of,  be  made  one  with  his.  Yes,  he 
trembled  at  this  joy — it  was  so  keen  ;  he 
could  not,  dared  not  believe  it  would  last. 
Like  those  who  have  suffered — who  know 
the  duration  of  happiness  can  but  be,  ah  ! 
so  short — he  tried  to  disarm  Fate  by  fore- 
casting sorrow  ;  he  said  constantly  to  him- 
self it  cannot  last,  hoping  against  hope 
that,  because  he  put  no  faith  in  the  future, 
it  might  for  once  be  gentle  to  him. 

On  the  fifth  morning  of  their  stay  in 
Paris,  as  Dolores  poured  out  the  coffee 
for  Captain  Ethcrege,  she  looked  at  him 
timidly,  saying,  with  her  sweet  little  French 
accent, 

"  Philippe." 
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"AYcll,  darling?" 

"Will  you  take  me  to-day  to  the 
Louvre  ?" 

''Will  I?— of  course  I  will!"  and  lie 
looks  at  tlie  dimpling,  smiling  face  with  a 
happy  sense  of  how  glad  a  thing  it  is,  and 
will  be,  to  gratify  every  wish  of  that  ten- 
der little  heart.  "  You  are  ofettino;  tired 
of  the  shops,  I  suppose,  and  want  an  intel- 
lectual treat  ?" 

"  I  should  never,  7iever  be  tired  of  the 
shops,"  she  replies,  enthusiastically,  "  and 
I  don't  know  anything  about  pictures,  but 

— but "  and  a  rosy  flush  suffuses  her 

face. 

"Ah!  I  remember,"  interrupts  Philip,  a 
twinge  passing  through  his  heart  at  the 
recollection — "you  want  to  see  'LaCruche 
Cassee?'" 

Dolores  answers  by  a  little  nod. 

"  So  you  shall,"  he  responds  heartily ; 
"  but,"  rising  and  going  over  to  her,  "  the 

h2 
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little  girl  in  the  picture  is  not  one  fiftieth 
part  as  pretty  as  you." 

He  takes  the  small  white  face  between 
his  hands,  and  looks  into  the  clear,  pure 
depths  of  the  violet  eyes — to  him,  at  least, 
it  is  a  fairer  face  than  limner's  art  can 
paint.  He  longs  to  kiss  that  little  rose- 
bud of  a  mouth,  as  he  longs  a  hundred 
times  every  day,  only  he  has  a  great  dread 
of  wearying  and  disgusting  her ;  so  he  only 
strokes  the  bright  hair  tenderly,  saying, 

" When  shaU  we  start?" 

"  When  you  like — now,  at  once.  I  will 
run  and  make  my  toilette,"  and  she  trips 
off  with  great  jubilance  to  Marcelline. 

"My  dear  M.  Philippe  is  going  to  take 
me  to  see  my  portrait !"  she  cries,  bursting 
into  the  room,  and  flinging  herself  upon 
her  nurse  with  an  enthusiasm  that  causes 
the  sturdy  frame  to  sway  to  and  fro, 

"  TiensT  cries  Marcelline,  reprovingly — 
"  what  a  madcap  !  A  fine  wife  for  a  big, 
grave  gentleman  like  M.  Ic  Capitainc  !" 
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"  Old  crosspatch  !"  says  the  cliild,  releas- 
ing her  with  a  pout. 

"Well,  well— but  what  portrait?" 

"Why,  the  picture  that — that,"  and  the 
blush  re-appears — "  that — oh  !  you  know, 
Marcelline." 

Marcelline  looks  grave,  and  shakes  her 
head. 

"What,  dost  thou  think  still  of  that 
nonsense  ?" 

"Why  should  I  not  like  to  sec  the  pic- 
ture ?"  fires  up  Dolores.  "  I  only  want  to 
know  if  it  is  like  me." 

"  If  it  is  only- "  utters  Marcelline, 

relenting. 

"  What  else  should  it  be  ?"  angrily. 
*' Am  I  not  going  to  marry  M.  Ether ege  ? 
What  are  all  the  other  men  in  the  world 
to  me  ?" 

"  It  might  bring  back  thoughts,"  says 
discreet  ]\Iarcelline. 

"  You  are  a  silly  old  woman  !  If  I  were 
to  see  him  twenty  times  over," — with  flash- 
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ing    eyes — "  I   sTiould   not   care   for    liiin 
again." 

"  That  is  well,"  says  Marcelline,  approv- 
ingly. "  And  now,  my  child,  be  quick  and 
dress,  that  you  may  not  keep  M.  le  Capi- 
taine  waiting." 

Half  an  hour  later  Dolores  is  traversing 
the  long:  oralleries  of  the  Louvre,  wonder- 
ly,  admii'ingly.  Philip  does  not  remember 
in  what  room  the  picture  of  their  quest  is 
situated,  so  they  wander  through  a  great 
many,  and  see  a  vast  number  of  pictures, 
before  they  arrive  at  "  La  Cruche  Cassee." 
Dolores  has  never  been  in  a  picture-galler}^ 
before,  and  wants  to  stand  about  half  an 
hour  in  front  of  each  picture  that  takes 
her  fancy.  She  shivers  with  horror  at 
"The  Deluge,"  "The  Shipwreck,"  "The 
Russian  Campaign ;"  she  is  immensely  dis- 
concerted in  the  presence  of  Rubens's  fat, 
indecent  women,  from  which  Philip  hurries 
her  away,  and  considerably  bored  by  the 
productions  of  the  ancient  Masters. 


TUE  REAL  nCTUEE.  103 

"We  have  been  here  an  hour  and  a 
half,"  says  Philip,  looking  at  his  watch, 
"  and  have  not  found  our  picture  yet. 
Suppose  you  ask  one  of  the  officials  to 
direct  us.  I'm  always  ashamed  of  airing 
my  bad  French  before  you." 

"Oh!  but  indeed  you  speak  quite,  quite 
well,"  returns  Dolores,  not  adhering  strictly 
to  the  truth,  in  her  terror  at  the  thought 
of  addressing  a  strange  and  stern-looking 
individual;  "and  I " 

"  Very  well,"  says  Philip.  "If  he  can- 
not understand  me  you  must  help  me  out ;" 
and  without  more  ado  he  puts  his  ques- 
tion, with  an  air  of  assurance  and  com- 
posure that  he  is  far  from  feeling,  and  re- 
ceives the  necessary  directions. 

"  Here  we  are  !"  exclaims  Captain  Ethe- 
rege,  pulling  up  suddenly  in  front  of  the 
object  of  their  search;  "or,  I  suppose,  I 
ought  to  say,  '  Here  you  are  !' " 

Dolores  stands  and  gazes,  and  Philip 
looks  alternately  from  her  to  the  picture, 
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aud  from  tlie  picture  to  her.     His  mind  is 
soon  made  up. 

"  There  is  a  look,  certainly,"  he  pro- 
nounces; "  but,"  with  great  emphasis,  "she 
isn't  to  be  named  in  the  same  day  with  you. 
What  do  you  say  ?"  after  a  pause,  as  Do- 
lores still  continues  to  gaze. 

But  she  does  not  hear  him :  her  thoughts 
are  far  away — in  the  old  garden  under  the 
apple-trees,  where  lie  saw  her  first — where 
he  sat  with  her — where  he  painted  her. 
Only  a  couple  of  hours  ago  she  had  told 
Marcelline  that,  were  she  to  see  him  twenty 
times  over,  he  would  be  nothing  to  her ; 
and  now  she  sees,  hears,  feels  him  in  every 
nerve,  as  in  those  old  days  the  picture 
has  brought  back  to  her  mind.  Presently 
she  turns  away,  with  dim  eyes  and  a  short, 
stifled  sol)  in  her  throat — turns,  and  is  face 
to  face  with  the  man  of  whom  her  heart  is 
full.  Poor  little  girl !  her  nerves  are  over- 
strung— it  is  so  sudden ;  she  is  not  mis- 
tress  of   herself.     A  short,  sharp   cry — a 
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movement  towards  liim — and  she  would 
have  fallen  prone  at  his  feet,  but  that  Guy 
catches  her  in  his  arms.  It  is  the  work  of 
an  instant,  this  strange  tableau.  Fortu- 
nately it  has  but  few  spectators,  and  these 
few  are  only  aware  that  a  young  girl  has 
fainted,  and  is  being  supported  by  a  man 
who  looks  quite  equal  to  the  task.  They 
do  not  crowed  round,  but  look  askance  with 
a  certain  interest. 

"  Oh !  Guy,  what  is  this  ?  Is  it  some 
friend  of  yours  ?"  asks  a  s^^mpathetic  wo- 
man's voice ;  and  Guy,  having  carried  his 
burden  to  a  seat,  the  owner  of  the  voice 
proceeds  to  untie  the  bonnet-strings  and 
loosen  the  fastenings  round  the  child's 
throat  and  waist. 

"  Yes,"  responds  Guy,  very  flushed  and 
anxious,  as  strong  men  usually  arc  at  sight 
of  a  fainting  woman. 

And  all  this  time  Philip  is  standing 
speechless,  whilst  these  strangers  take  his 
life,  his   darling,  out   of  his  hands — take 
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her  from  liim  for  ever,  he  feels,  with  a  des- 
perate pain  at  his  heart. 

"Is  she  used  to  these  attacks?" — the 
lady  appeals  to  Philip. 

"Yes — no — I  think  not,"  he  answers, 
confusedly,  gazing  with  terror  at  the  white 
face,  and  yet  conscious  of  a  fierce  wish  that 
she  might  never  wake  again,  if  she  is  to  be 
taken  from  him.  He  knows  by  instinct 
who  this  man  is,  and  why  the  sight  of  him 
has  overcome  Dolores. 

At  this  moment  her  eyes  unclose — va- 
cant and  dull  at  first ;  then  a  frightened 
look  comes  into  them,  and  she  puts  out  a 
hand  to  Guy. 

"  Oh !  take  care  of  me — do  not  leave 
me !"  she  whispers,  imploringly. 

What  tortures  some  folk  are  made  to 
suffer  ill  tl lis  life  !  I  wonder  what  Philip 
had  done  to  deserve  this  ? 

Guy  feels  the  awkwardness  of  the  posi- 
tion. Ho  docs  not  know  who  Dolores' 
companion  is,  Ijut  feels,  somehow,  that  he 
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is  in  love  with  her,  and  that  he  is  suffer- 
ing cruelly.  Milly  Charteris,  who  is  Guy's 
companion,  has,  with  her  usual  tact, 
guessed  the  position. 

"No,"  she  answers,  soothingly,  "we  will 
not  leave  you.  Come,  you  are  much  better 
already.  We  have  a  carriage  here," — turn- 
ing to  Philip.  "  Will  it  not  be  best  for 
me  to  take  her  home  ?  I  think  in  these 
cases,"— and  she  smiles  her  own  winning, 
gracious  smile — "  a  woman's  care  is  the 
thing.  Shall  I  go  with  her,  and  stay  until 
you  come  ?" 

"  Thank  you,"  answers  Captain  Efcherege. 
*'  If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  take  Miss 

Power   to   the    Hotel  ,   her   maid   is 

there,    and  will   take   every  care   of   Ler, 

until "  "Until  I  come,"  he  was  going 

to  say,  but  he  dreaded  seeing  Dolores  by 
herself,  and  had  half  made  up  his  mind  to 
flee  from  Paris  altogether. 

"  Lean  on  my  arm,"  says  Mrs.  Char- 
teris,   kindly ;    and    Dolores    rises,    faint 
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and   trembling,   and  does  as   slie  is  told. 

"  I  think  we  must  have  you  the  other 
side,"  Milly  remarks  to  Philip ;  and  he 
mechanically  draws  the  little  hand  (reluc- 
tant, he  feels  painfully)  within  his  arm. 
Guy  brings  up  the  rear. 

When  they  are  in  the  carriage  Dolores 
gives  a  little  feeble  smile  to  Philip,  and 
says,  "  Thank  you,  I  am  better ;"  then  a 
violent  blush  crimsons  her  white  face  as 
Guy  shakes  her  by  the  hand,  and  she 
whispers.  "  You  will  come  and  see  me  ?" 

"  Certainly  I  will ;"  and  they  drive  off. 
The  two  men  are  left  staring  blankly  at 
each  other,  feeling  something  must  be 
said,  not  knowing  what,  or  how  to  say  it, 
and  wishing  themselves  a  thousand  miles 
away.  Guy  is  the  first  to  break  the 
silence. 

"  It  is  some  time  since  I  saw  Miss  Power. 
I — I  am  afraid  by  her  dress,  she  has  had 
some  loss.  I — I  presume  I  have  the  pleas- 
ure of  speaking  to  a  relation,  or " 
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"No  relation,"  Captain  Etlierege  returns 

coldly,  "  I  was "  with  slight  emphasis. 

For  the  life  of  him  he  cannot  say,  I  am 
engaged  to  be  married  to  Miss  Power. 

"Let  me  congratulate  you,"  says  Guy 
ignoring  the  was,  and  trying  to  put  some 
heartiness  into  his  voice.  "  Miss  Power  is 
so  charming  and  amiable,  and " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  interrupts  Philip, 
with  cold  politeness,  "  if  I  remind  you  I 
am  quite  ignorant  to  whom  I  have  the 
honour  of  speaking." 

"  Oh  !  of  course,  to  be  sure,  I  ought  to 
have  remembered,"  and  Guy  dives  into  his 
breast  pocket,  and  produces  a  card  from 
his  note-book. 

As  Philip  reads,  the  pain  at  his  heart 
grows  sharper.  So  then  this  man  has 
rank  and  wealth  in  addition  to  his  hand- 
some person.  He  knows  the  name  well 
enough,  and  remembers  shooting  years  ago 
at  Wentworth  when  the  Baronet  was  a 
schoolboy. 
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He  has  given  up  carrying  cards,  he  sees 
no  society — he  hates  even  the  sound  of  the 
name  that  has  been  so  bitterly  disgraced. 

"  I  have  no  card  with  me/'  he  says ;  "  my 
name  is  Etherege." 

"  Oh,  Etherege  of  the  — th  ?"  asks  Guy, 
who  is  ignorant  of  the  painful  story  attach- 
ed to  it." 

"  I  was  in  the — th,"  Philip  replies,  stiffly. 

"  I  have  two  or  three  tremendous  friends 
in  it.  Your  name  seems  so  familiar  to  me, 
I  am  sure  I  must  have  heard  them  speak  of 
you. 

"  Possibly." 

Guy  is  rather  at  a  loss  what  to  say  next. 
He  stands  for  a  moment  tapping   his  boot 
with  his  stick,  then  blurts  out, 
,  "I   suppose   Mrs.    Power's    death   was 
rather  sudden." 

"  Quite  sudden — heart  disease.  Did 
you  know  her  well  ?"  eyeing  him  narrowly. 

Guy  reddens  under  his  gaze,  a  guilty, 
confused  feeling  overtakes  him. 
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No,  indeed — in  fact  I  never  saw  lier. 
My  acquaintance  with  her  daughter  was — " 
Oil,  hang  it !  he  ejaculates  mentally,  how 
the  deuce  am  I  to  explain  to  him  ? 

Captain  Etherege's  lips  are  severely 
compressed,  a  feeling  of  hatred  comes  into 
his  heart,  and  ho  says,  with  his  brows  bent 
deeply  together : 

"  I  take  it  you  are  the  gentleman  who 
painted  Miss  Power's  portrait  some  twelve 
months  ago  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replies  the  other,  more  uncom- 
fortable than  ever.  "  I  don't  know  what 
you  have  heard  about  the  matter,  but  of 
course,  in  your  position,  you  have  a  perfect 
right  to  ask  for  an  explanation,  and  I  shall 
be  very  glad  to  give  it  you — only "  (look- 
ing round)  "  this  isn't  quite  a  convenient 
spot  for  private  talk." 

"  No,"  Captain  Etherege  assents.  "  But 
don't  misunderstand  me.  I  neither  con- 
sider myself  entitled  to  ask  an  explanation, 
nor    do  I    ask    one,  but  there   are    some 
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things  I  sliould  be  glad  to  say  to'you.  "Will 
it  be  convenient  for  me  to  call  upon  you, 
or 

"  By  all  means.  What  time  will  suit  you 
best?" 

''Five  o'clock." 

Guy  remembers  that  he  has  promised  to 
take  Milly  to  make  a  call  at  that  hour.  He 
would  not  break  an  engagement  made  with 
her  for  the  most  important  business  in  the 
world. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  shall  be  engaged  all  the 
afternoon,"  he  answers.  "Will  it  be  very 
inconvenient  to  you  to  say  this  evening  ?" 

"  I  should  prefer  it." 

"  Nine  o'clock,  then,  if  that  suits  you." 

"Nine  be  it." 

Their  eyes  meet  for  a  moment,  they 
raise  their  hats  to  each  other  with  a  distant 
ceremony  such  as  Englishmen  rarely  use, 
then  they  part  with  a  feeling  of  intense 
relief. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

WHAT     FATE      DECREES. 

PHILIP  walks  away  fast,  knows  not, 
cares  not,  whither,  except  that  he 
desires  to  get  away  from  his  kind.  The 
bustle  of  the  streets,  the  cheery  looks  of 
the  light-hearted  folk  who  walk  briskly  by 
him  in  quest  of  business  or  pleasure — nay, 
the  briofht  sunshine  itself — all  are  hateful 
to  him  ;  he  would  fain  get  away  from  them 
all.  If  he  could  only  get  away  from  him- 
self !  He  turns  his  steps  mechanically 
across  the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  up  the 
Champs  Elysces,  bethinking  him  vaguely 
of  some  long,  dim,  desolate  alleys  that  he 
has  glanced  down  when  driving  Id  the  Bois 
VOL.  ir.  I 
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with  Dolores.  He  will  not  think  yet ;  he 
must  be  alone  first ;  and  he  hurries  on,  on, 
on,  until  he  reaches  his  goal. 

The  perspiration  is  streaming  from  his 
face,  and  some  French  nurses,  who  are 
airing  their  little  charges  in  the  sun,  laugh, 
and  point  at  him  for  a  crazy  Englishman. 

He  has  got  away  from  everyone  now, 
from  the  sunshine  too ;  the  jealous  pines 
shut  out  Phoebus'  warm,  inquisitive  glances, 
and  he  is  as  much  alone  as  if  he  were  a 
thousand  miles  fi'om  the  habitations  and 
haunts  of  men. 

"Oh!  fool,  fool,  fool!"  he  groans  to 
himself  in  a  rage  of  pain.  "  After  all 
these  years'  experience  of  life,  to  dream 
there  was  anything  in  store  for  you  but 
bitterness  and  disappointment !  To  think 
that  you,  old,  worn  as  you  arc,  were  a  fit- 
ting companion  for  that  bright  young 
life !" 

He  stands  loaning  against  the  stiff, 
straight  stem  of  a  pine-tree,  devoured  with 
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furious  pain  and  self-contempt,  trying  to 
stauncli  his  agony  with  bitter,  angry  taunts 
against  his  own  folly.  It  would  be  a  re- 
lief, he  thinks,  in  his  dumb  suffering,  to 
fling  himself  on  the  earth,  to  tear  his  flesh 
with  his  nails,  to  drag  his  hair  out  by  the 
roots, — to  indulge  himself  in  an  ecstasy  of 
bodily  abandonment  and  anguish,  after  old 
Eastern  fashion,  if  it  were  not  for  that 
proud  instinct  that  makes  the  cultured 
European  and  the  wild  savage  alike  in- 
domitable in  their  courage  of  silent  suffer- 
ing. 

The  blow  he  had  deprecated  has  fallen, 
and  he  knows  that  no  whit  has  he  under- 
estimated its  effect.  Until  he  loved  this 
child  he  had  lived  fearless  of  what  the 
morrow  might  bring  forth,  since  he  had  no 
joys  of  which  Fate  might  rob  him.  From 
the  day  when  he  had  known  she  might  be 
his,  he  had  felt  as  though  he  stood  between 
Heaven  and  Hell,  impotent  to  raise  himself 
to  the  one  or  save  himself  from  the  other. 

i2 
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He  knows  the  worst  now,  and  tlie  fact  that 
he  has  all  along  feared  and  dreaded  it, 
makes  the  blow  no  lighter.  Better,  after 
all,  a  fool's  paradise  than  to  have  enjoyed 
neither  anticipation  nor  fruition. 

He  would  like  to  leave  Paris  at  once, 
never  to  see  Dolores  any  more  ;  but  that  is 
impossible,  until  he  is  assured  that  her 
other  friends  will  take  her  under  their  care. 
A  new  thought  strikes  him.  This  man,  who 
won  and  flung  her  love  aside  with  equal 
indifference — what  reason  was  there  to 
suppose  he  would  occupy  himself  with  her 
future  now  any  more  than  he  had  done 
before  ?  It  was  a  chance  meeting — his 
manner  had  been  only  just  so  kind  as  the 
occasion  demanded — he  had  promisedat  her 
request  to  go  and  see  her — that  was  all. 

That  was  all ;  yes,  all !  as  though  that  all 
did  not  contain  the  severance  of  Philip 
from  his  one  ewe  lamb,  his  all  of  hope  and 
promise  in  the  future.  His  thoughts  will 
wander  oif — he  cannot,  cannot  bring  them 
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to  the  point  of  wliat  work  lies  for  him  iu 
the  next  few  hours.  He  will  see  the  child 
— he  will  not  sec  her — he  will  arrange  all 
with  Marcelline  and  go  oft^ — Avhither?  leav- 
ing a  message — a  simple  adieu,  or  a  few- 
written  words  for  her  indifferent  eyes. 

Presently  he  leaves  the  sunless  alley  of 
pines — comes  out  into  the  broad  sunshine, 
careless  alike  of  both,  and  wends  his  slow, 
homeward  way — thinking,  thinking  all  the 
while,  and  yet  unable  to  decide  on  anything. 
Suddenly  he  remembers  his  appointment 
with  Sir  Guy,  and  his  bronzed  face  deepens 
with  a  hot  flush.  Why  should  he  see  this 
man,  this  debonnaire,  selfish  worldling,  whose 
pastime  is  breaking  men's  and  women's 
hearts.  So  we  judge  each  other.  Whose 
pain  is  like  our  pain  ? — which  of  us  reads 
in  a  smiling  face  the  heartache  lurking  be- 
hind. 

"  Yes,"  Philip  mutters  fiercely,  "  for  her 
sake  I  must  see  him — I  must  learn  how  he 
feels  to  her." 
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E-eturning  to  the  hotel,  he  finds  the  sit- 
ting-room untenanted.  He  rings  the  bell 
and  asks  for  Marcelline.  In  quick  answer 
to  his  summons  she  appears,  but  without 
her  habitual  cheery  expression,  looking 
pale,  constrained,  and  anxious.  At  this 
moment  both  feel  acutely  the  inconvenience 
of  not  having  a  common  tongue  wherein  to 
express  themselves.  Philip  is  more  conver- 
sant with  French  than  Marcelline  with 
English,  but  the  latter  has  by  far  the  less 
mauvaise  lionte.  There  are  some  things  that 
must  be  said.  So  Philip  conquers  his 
hesitation,  and  blunders  on  regardless  of 
mood,  tense,  grammar,  articles ;  but  he 
reaches  his  end — he  makes  Marcelline  un- 
derstand him. 

"It  is  all  over  between  us ;  it  was  my 
fault — I  am  too  old.  She  could  not  love 
me.  She  saw  the  man  she  really  did  love 
— it  is  much  better  now  than  later.  You 
will  find  out  what  she  wishes  to  do  ;  to 
remain,  or  go  back  to  Rouen — you  will  let 
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mc  know  to-morrow.  I  will  arrange 
everytliing.  I  do  not  wish  to  see  her. 
Tell  her  I  shall  never  trouble  her  any 
more." 

Marcelline's  glib  tongue  is  dumb ;  she  is 
smitten  with  remorse,  as  though  she,  too, 
had  stabbed  this  noble  heart ;  her  thoughts 
go  back  to  the  day  when  she  let  the  hand- 
some stranger  in  at  the  garden  gate — 
when  she  took  the  money  to  let  him  paint 
the  child,  though  every  sou  of  it  had  gone 
in  wax-candles  for  the  Virgin,  according  to 
her  vow,  and  she  feels  miserable  and  guilty. 

"  It  was  the  shock  of  a  moment,"  she 
says,  trying  to  re-assure  herself  and  him 
at  the  same  time ;  "  it  will  pass  off.  Made- 
moiselle is  quite  sensible  that  the  milord 
does  not  think  of  her  ;  she  is  already  angry 
with  herself  for  her  foolishness." 

One  faint  dim  shadow  of  a  hope  flits 
before  Philip's  mind,  but  lasts  no  longer 
than  it  took  time  to  shape. 

"  Did  she  not  say  to  you  that  she  could 
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never  marry  me  now  ?"  he  asks,  looking 
keenly  at  her. 

The  shrewd  French  face  puckers  un- 
easily. 

"  One  must  not  always  listen  to  children ; 
they  do  not  know  what  is  good  for  them." 

At  this  moment  a  small  white  face  and 
trembling  figure  appears  at  the  door,  hesi- 
tates a  moment,  and  then  comes  forward 
into  the  room.  Philip  stands  immovable 
in  his  place,  but  Marcelline  goes  quickly 
out,  shutting  the  door  softly  behind  her. 

"  Voyons  /"  she  mutters,  with  a  more 
cheery  air,  "  perhaps  affairs  may  still  mend 
themselves.  Poor  gentleman,  poor  gentle- 
man !     Holy  Virgin  take  pity  upon  him  !" 

Dolores  comes  up  to  Philip,  stands 
silently  before  him,  with  drooped  lids  and 
white,  waxen  face,  stained,  he  sees,  with 
tears;  then,  with  a  sudden  impulse,  she 
throws  herself,  with  a  storm  of  sobs,  at  his 
feet. 

For  amoment he  stands  motionless,  staring 
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with  flull  eyes  at  the  sweet  mass  of  quivering 
womanhood  at  his  feet,  scarcely  taking  in 
the  sense  of  the  scene  ;  then  he  groans  to 
himself,  in  horrible  pain,  "  0  God  !  to  think 
this  child  should  have  to  suffer !"  and, 
smitten  with  infinite  compassion,  he  takes 
her  reluctant  form  in  his  strong  arms,  and 
places  her  beside  him  on  the  sofa. 

She  hides  her  face  in  the  cushions,  and 
cries  more  bitterly  still.  The  sound  of  it 
lacerates  his  over-strung  nerves. 

"  For  pity's  sake,  leave  off  crying,  child !" 
he  says,  almost  harshly  in  his  pain — "why 
should  you  cry  ?" 

His  tone,  so  different  from  what  she 
has  ever  heard  it,  startles  her,  but  it  has 
the  happy  effect  of  stopping  her  sobs. 

"I  cry,"  she  answers,  trembling,  her 
face  hidden  in  her  hands,  "because  I  am 
so  miserable — so  wicked  and  uno-rateful. 
Oh,  Philip,  you  have  been  so  good  to  me, 
and  I— I " 

"  Little    one,"    he    answers,    his    voice 
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quite  calm  now,  "do  not  say  one  word 
against  yourself;  you  are  not  to  blame. 
How  could  you  know  ?  But  I — I  ought 
to  have  known — I  did  know,  only  I  shut 
my  eyes  and  ears.  You  see,  child," — tak- 
ing her  hand  tenderly — "  even  when  one  is 
old  and  wise  in  the  world's  knowledge,  one 
makes  great  mistakes,  and  then  one  has  to 
suffer  for  them.  But  the  innocent  must 
not  suffer  with  the  guilty.  Little  one," — 
earnestly — "you  must  not  be  unhappy; 
you  have  all  your  life  before  you.  I  did 
not  see  it  in  the  same  light  before," — with 
a  strong  effort  and  a  choked  voice — "but 
it  would  have  been  a  crime  in  me  to  tie 
your  bright  young  life  to  mine,  worn  and 
wasted  as  it  is.  And  I  can  bear  it  better 
now,  you  know," — smiling  feebly — "  than 
later,  when  you  would  have  been  the  life 
of  my  life." 

The  deep  flush  in  his  face,  the  strong 
beating  of  his  heart,  belie  his  words.  But 
she  is  not  thinking  much  of  him — hardly 
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hears  what  he  is  saying.  She  is  wonder- 
ing if  Guy  will  really  come  to  see  her. 
Oh,  unfair,  inconstant  woman  mind  !  He 
feels  it,  knows  it  intuitively,  and  he  would 
not  be  a  man  did  not  a  pang  of  jealousy 
spring  up  in  bitter  conflict  with  his  self- 
abnegation. 

"  When  I  am  gone  you  will  see  him,"  he 
says,  bitterly. 

Dolores  starts,  and  a  crimson  flush  over- 
spreads her  pale  cheeks. 

"  Monsieur  !"  she  begins,  haughtily ;  but 
her  pride  dies  away  in  a  moment,  and  she 
returns  to  her  piteous  sobbing. 

As  Philip  looks  at  her  his  heart  is  torn 
in  twain.  For  sheer  pity's  sake,  if  he  did 
not  love  her  madly  as  he  does,  he  would 
fain  take  this  little  tender  girl  in  his  arms 
and  soothe  her  ;  but  he  dares  not.  What ! 
to  feel  her  shrink  from  him ! — to  kno^v  his 
caresses  were  repulsive  to  her !  So  he 
goes  away  to  the  window,  and  stares  list- 
lessly out,  with  his  hands  pressed  against 
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his  bead,  that  he  may  not  hear  the  madden- 
ino;  sound  of  her  sobs.  But  he  hears  them 
all  the  same. 

'  Presently  the  sound  ceases,  or,  rather, 
becomes  intermittent,  and  he  returns  to 
the  sofa,  where  she  lies  with  her  face  buried 
in  the  cushions.  For  a  moment  he  stands 
looking  down  at  her — at  the  small,  lithe 
figure  that  still  heaves,  the  round  white 
throat,  the  bronze  hair,  and  tiny  shell-pink 
ear ;  the  delicate  hand  clenched  against 
her  black  dress,  with  the  diamonds  (his 
gift)  shining  on  it;  and  the  little  foot, 
twisting  and  winthing  in  its  fairy-small  slip- 
per. He  looks  as  a  painter  might  look 
upon  the  fairest  thing  his  genius  ever  cre- 
ated, knowing  he  should  never  look  upon 
it  again — that  it  should  never  bear  his 
name ;  and  his  teeth  clench  involuntarily, 
and  his  breath  comes  hard.  For  n  moment 
he  gives  way ;  it  is  only  for  a  moment. 
As  he  sits  down  beside  her,  and  takes  lier 
hand,  he  is  strong  again. 
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"  Dolores,"  lie  whispers,  tenderly  ])ut 
gravely,  not  the  least  like  a  lover,  "  I  want 
you  to  listen  to  me  for  a  little.  Put  en- 
tirely out  of  your  mind,  as  I  have  done  " 
(jDOor  Philip  !),  "  that  you  and  I  were  ever 
anything  to  each  other  more  than  dear 
friends,  and  hear  what  I  have  to  say." 

She  raises  her  head,  and  looks  at  him 
with  blue,  wet,  mournful  eyes,  feehng 
thoroughly  guilty  and  miserable. 

"Yes,"  she  says,  humbly,  "I  am  listen- 
ing." 

PhiKp  hesitates ;  he  docs  not  in  the 
least  know  how  to  express  what  he  wants 
to  say.  She  is  looking  at  him.  This  time 
it  is  she  who  is  calm,  he  nervous  and  ex- 
cited. He  speaks  fast,  to  conceal  his  agi- 
tation. 

"  I  am  going  away  to-night ;  I  shall  not 
trouble  you  any  more.  I  shall  arrange 
with  Marcelline  for  you  to  stay  here,  or  re- 
turn to  Rouen, — which  you  please.  But — 
oh  !  child,  I  must  warn  you,"  he  says,  sud- 
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denly  and  passionately,  "  beware  how  you 
give  way  to  loving  tliis  man,  until  you 
know  whether  he  has  anything  to  give  you 
in  return.  You  do  not  know  the  horrible 
pain  of  loving  when  you  are  not  loved." 

"Do  I  not?"  she  says  simply,  looking 
fixedly  at  him ;  and,  with  a  sudden  rush  of 
memory,  comes  upon  him  that  day  when 
he  first  saw  her  little  form  quivering  with 
sobs  in  the  church  of  St.  Ouen — the  night 
when  he  found  her  bending,  with  out- 
stretched arms,  over  the  dull,  black  waters 
of  the  Seine. 

"  Philip,"  she  continues,  with  something 
of  dignity,  childish  as  she  is,  "I  beg  you 
do  not  think  so  meanly  of  me  as  to  believe 
I  would  suffer  myself  to  go  on  breaking 
my  heart  about  some  one  who  has  no 
thought  for  me.  I  do  not  deceive  myself. 
Su'  Guy  " — she  pronounces  the  name  with- 
out faltering — "only  liked  me  as  a  little 
gir],  who  made  a  few  hours  pass  for  him. 
lie   never   loved  me  the  least :  he  never 
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will — oil  !  I  feel  lie  never  will !"  with 
tremulous  empliasis.  "  It  is  ]iot  that  I 
care  for  him — oh  !  Philip,  believe  me " — 
and  she  speaks  earnestly,  as  if  she  not  only 
wishes  to  convince  him,  but  herself,  of  the 
truth  of  what  she  is  sayino^, — "  only — only 
— I  feel  I  never,  never  could  marry  anyone. 
If,"  she  goes  on,  imploringly, — "if  you 
would  only  still  be  my  friend,  and  love  me 
like  a  little  sister,  and  let  me  live  with  you 
and  Mary " 

"  Impossible  !"  he  utters,  almost  harsh- 
ly. "  No,  child ;  I  leave  you  to-night,  and 
I  hope  never  to  see  you  any  more." 

She  shrinks  away  from  him,  frightened 
at  the  tone  of  his  voice. 

"  Forgive  me,  dear,"  he  says  penitently, 
recovering  himself.  "  Of  course  I  will  al- 
ways be  your  friend — always  do  everything 
in  my  power  to  further  your  happiness. 
Whenever  you  have  need  of  mo  you  will 
only  have  to  write  to  me,  and  I  will  be  to 
you  in  place  of  a  brother — or  a  father,"  he 
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adds,  witli  some  bitterness.  "  You  know, 
child,  it  is  not  possible  to  live  in  sight  of 
what  one  most  desires  and  covets,  when 
one  knows  one  can  never  reach  out  one's 
hand  to  grasp  it." 

"  I  don't  know,"  says  the  girl,  dreamily. 
"  I  used  to  think,  if  I  could  only  be  always 
with  him " 

Then  she  stops,  her  face  suffused  with 
blushes,  remembering  to  whom  she  is 
making  this  confidence ;  but  he  answers 
quietly : 

''You  are  an  innocent  little  child ;  3'ou 
do  not  even  comprehend  in  the  very  least 
what  a  man  feels." 

"  Does  he  feel  that  to  be  away  fi^om 
Avhat  he  loves  is  utter  misery  ?"  she  asks, 
with  kindling  eyes.  "  Does  he  feel  that 
everything  pleasant  is  gone  out  of  life  ? 
Docs  he  feel  that  ho  would  like  to  be  dead, 
only  that  he  might  forget  ?" 

"Ay,  child,"  he  groans  in  answer,  "  and 
more  than  that — nuich  more." 
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"There  is  nothing  more,"  she  says, 
shaking  her  head. 

The  sitting-room  door  is  thrown  wide 
open  by  a  waiter,  and  Sir  Guy  Wentworth's 
tall  figure  is  visible  in  the  doorway. 
Dolores  is  seized  with  sudden  confusion. 
She  remembers  her  tear-stained  face,  her 
disordered  hair  and  neglected  toilette, 
and,  starting  up,  she  rushes  across  the 
room,  and  makes  her  escape  through 
another  door.  Philip  rises  stiffly.  Guy 
looks  very  much  embarrassed,  but  says, 
trying  to  speak  naturally, 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  that  Miss  Power 
has  recovered  from  her — her  indisposition 
this  morning.  I  came  to  inquire  after  her, 
but  perhaps  she  does  not  feel  equal  or  in- 
clined to  see  visitors.  I  believe"  (very 
courteously)  "  I  am  to  have  the  pleasure 
of  meeting  you  to-night.  I  think  I  will 
withdraw  now."  And  he  turns  to  leave 
the  room. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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Philip's  heart  beats  very  fast,  but  his 
mind  is  made  up. 

"  If  your  time  is  at  your  disposal,"  he 
says,  with  cold  politeness,  "  I  shall  be  glad 
to  have  a  few  moments'  conversation  now. 
I  am  anxious,  if  possible,  to  leave  Paris 
to-night." 

"  By  all  means,"  answers  Guy,  putting 
down  his  hat,  and  endeavouring  to  speak 
unconcernedly,  although  he  feels  the  inter- 
view is  not  going  to  be  a  very  agreeable 
one.  "  I  was  to  have  taken  my  sister-in- 
law  out,  but  she  has  a  headache.  Very 
trying  weather  !" 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  says  Philip, 
writing  something  on  a  piece  of  paper.  He 
rings  the  bell,  and  gives  it  to  the  waiter. 
It  is  a  line  to  Dolores,  asking  her  not  to 
return  to  the  room  until  he  sends  for  her. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

LOVERS    AND    LOVEES. 

rriHE  two  men  are  alone  together,  yet  for 
-*-  a  few  moments  neither  speaks — Guy, 
because  lie  is  utterly  at  a  loss  what  to  say 
next;  Philip,  because  a  horribly  difficult 
task  lies  before  him.  How  can  he  make 
his  darling  small  in  this  man's  eyes  by  be- 
traying her  love  of  him ;  and  yet  for  what 
other  purpose  has  this  miserable,  hateful 
meeting  been  convened  than  to  talk  of  her 
and  of  her  future  ?  He  begins  his  bitter 
task  at  last,  speaking  unconsciously  in  a 
hard,  cold,  constrained  voice. 

"  I   should  wish  to  explain  to  you  the 
seemingly  equivocal  position  in  which  you 

k2 
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ficd  Miss  Power  and  myself.  My  sister, 
with  wliom  she  lias  principally  stayed  since 
her  mother's  death,  was  suddenly  called  to 
England  by  illness  ;  it  had  been  arranged 
that  we  were  all  to  spend  a  week  together 
in  Paris,  and  not  liking  to  disappoint  Miss 
Power,  I  brought  her  here  with  Marcelline. 
"We  were  to  have  been  married  shortly." 

His  voice  has  grown  harsher,  until  it  is 
painfully  abrupt. 

Guy's  strong  brown  fingers  clench  them- 
selves uneasily  round  his  stick ;  there  is  an 
uncomfortable  sensation  in  his  throat  as  he 
says  interrogatively,  "  Were  to  have  been  ? 

I  hope "  he  stammers,   and  his  voice 

fails  him. 

"  It  was  hardly  a  very  suitable  marriage," 
Philip  continues,  speaking  like  some  un- 
sympathetic, dispassionate  third  person. 
"  She  was  so  many  years  younger  than  I, 
and  I  had  so  little  to  offer  her,  still " 

"  Pardon  me !"  says  Guy,  breaking  in, 
"  if  you  are  under  the  impression  that  I 
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have  the  desire  or  right  to  know  any 
matters  connected  with  Miss  Power,  I 
should  wish  to  explain  to  you  at  once  that 
though  I  feel  the  greatest  friendship  and 
interest  in  her,  I " 

"  I  know  exactly  the  relations  between 
you  and  Miss  Power,"  utters  Captain 
Etherege,  in  a  freezing  tone ;  "  and  al- 
though "  (proudly)  "  explanations  from  me 
to  you  are  unnecessary,  there  are  reasons 
which  make  me  desire  to  enter  upon  them." 

Sir  Guy  merely  inclines  his  head,  and  re- 
lapses into  silence. 

"  I  saw  her  for  the  first  time,  a  few 
months  ago,  in  Rouen,"  Philip  proceeds ; 
*'  she  was  sitting  behind  a  pillar  in  St. 
Ouen,  crying  so  bitterly  that  it  made  me 
wretched  to  see  her ;  a  few  nights  after,  I 
followed  her  as  she  was  hurrying  down  to 
the  river.  I  stopped  her  from  drowning 
herself." 

For  the  first  time  Philip  looks  at  his 
auditor,  whose  face  is  colourless  to  the  Hps. 
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"  From  tliat  time  we  saw  a  great  deal  of 
lier,  my  sister  and  I.  Her  motlier  died. 
I,  loving  her,  and  seeing  that  she  had  no 
friends  or  relations,  asked  her  to  marry 
me.     Then  she  told  me — about  you." 

Guy  starts  up,  the  crimson  flushing 
through  his  bronzed  face ;  takes  two  or 
three  sharp  turns  ;  then,  pulling  himself 
up  abruptly  in  front  of  Philip,  and  looking 
him  straight  in  the  face,  says, 

"  You  must  think  me  an  awful  black- 
guard.'' 

PhiHp  returns  the  look,  but  is  silent. 
In  his  heart  he  does  not  condemn  the  man 
before  him,  fain  though  ho  would.  Some- 
thing frank  and  true  speaks  from  the  heart 
through  the  eyes  and  says,  This  is  a  man 
of  honour ! 

"  Before  God,"  Guy  says  with  passionate 
earnestness,  "  I  had  no  idea  that  the  poor 
little  thing"  (Philip  winces)  "cared  forme 
so  much.  I  may  have,  nay  I  must  have  been 
to  blame  ;  but  wlien  I  saw  her  pretty   face 
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and  wanted  to  sketcli  it,  when  I  talked  to 
her  up  in  the  little  garden  at  Rouen,  I  had 
no  thought  of  any  danger  to  her.  You 
know,"  adds  the  young  man  apologetically, 
"  one  can't  be  such  a  conceited  ass  as  to 
go  about  afraid  to  speak  to  a  pretty  girl,  for 
fear  she  should  fall  in  love  with  one.  When 
she  came  to  me  in  Paris  I  was  awfully  cut 
up." 

The  blood  rushes  tingling  into  Philip's 
white  face.  Guy,  seeing  it,  pauses  awk- 
wardly, then  resumes  more  earnestly — 

**  I  need  not  tell  you  that  if  she  had  been 
my  sister " 

"  To  doubt  you  would  be  to  doubt  her  !" 
rejoins  Captain  Etherege  icily. 

"  If  it  had  got  wind  in  the  place — if  any 
trouble  had  come  to  her  through  it,  I  would 
have  married  her.     I  should  have  done  so 

as  it  was,  only "  It  is  Guy's   turn  to 

wince  and  grow  red  now. 

"  You  cared  for  some  one  else  ?" 

"  I  did." 
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"  And  you  still " 

"  I  cannot  marry  the  woman  I  love.  I 
stall  never  love  any  otlier,"  Guy  answers 
a  little  stiffly. 

Philip  could  almost  laugh  to  himself— 
lauo;h,  not  for  mirth,  but  to  think  of  the 
bitter  cross-purposes  of  Fate — of  himself 
who  loves  the  child  so  tenderly,  of  her  who 
loves  this  man,  of  him  who  loves  another 
woman,  and  all  equally  in  vain.  To  think 
of  anything  so  tender,  so  sweet,  so  ex- 
quisite as  Dolores  loving  in  vain  ! 

"But  surely,"  Guy  resumes,  "since  all 
this  is  past,  why  should  we  rake  it  up 
asrain.  I  am  but  too  williuf^  to  answer 
any  question  you  choose  to  put  to  me,  but 
if  you  love  Dolores,  and  she  has  consented 
to  be  your  wife,  surely " 

Captain  Bthercge  rises  and  walks  to  the 
window  ;  the  words  he  has  to  say  are  bitter 
to  him. 

"  When  I  left  this  house  with  her  this 
morniiicr,  it  was  in  the  firm  belief  that  she 
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was  willing  to  be  my  wifo.  You  observed 
the  effect  the  sight  of  joii  produced  upon 
her ;  since  then  she  has  told  me  she  can- 
not marry  me." 

"  A  child's  fancy,"  mutters  Guy.  '*  In  a 
little  time " 

"  In  a  little  time  !"  retorts  Philip,  turn- 
ing upon  him,  "  how  long  is  it  since  she 
came  to  you  here  in  Paris  ?" 

"But  what  can  I  do  ?"  returns  the  young 
man  with  some  hauteur.  "It  is  most  un- 
fortunate, but  I  hardly  see " 

"  I  was  too  hasty,"  says  Philip,  collecting 
himself.  He  remembers  that  on  his  dis- 
cretion, on  his  forgetfulness  of  himself  at 
this  moment,  hangs,  perhaps,  the  future  of 
the  girl  whom  he  loves  so  dearly. 

"  You  must  see,"  he  says,  speaking  more 
coldly  the  more  acutely  he  feels,  "that 
my  position  is  rather  a  painful  one.  It  is 
not  in  my  power  to  make  or  mar  her  life 
now  ;  but  you " 

"  I !"  says  Guy,  hesitating. 
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"  Do  not  think  for  one  instant,"  pursues 
Philip  warmly,  "  that  I  am  interceding 
with  you  in  Miss  Power's  behalf ;  if  you  do 
not  care  for  her,  it  would  be  better  a  thou- 
sand times  she  never  saw  you  again.  I  am 
only  thinking  you  may  have  friends  who, 
for  your  sake,  would  be  kind  to  her — who 
would  introduce  her  into  some  society ;  for 
at  this  moment  she  is  without  friends, 
position,  without  anyone  in  the  world  except 
her  faithful  old  nurse." 

"  Has  she  no  relations  ?'*  Guy  asks. 

"  Her  mother  died  leaving  no  clue  what- 
ever to  the  past,  and  the  lawyers  who  man- 
aged her  aifairs  could  tell  us  nothing." 

A  sudden  thought  flashes  across  Guy — 
under  the  influence  of  it  his  breath  comes 
quickly,  the  red  colour  deepens  in  his  face. 
What  has  he  to  look  forward  to  in  life?  He 
loves  one  woman  as  in  the  dcj^ths  of  his 
heart  he  hiow.<i  ho  can  never  love  any 
other  !  Tliis  poor  innocent  little  girl  loves 
him;  after  all,  it  is  sweet  to  be  loved,  even 
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when  one  lias  no  love  to  give  in  excliange 
— sweetest  of  all,  perhaps,  to  feel  one  can 
inspire  it  when  one's  heart  aches  for  the 
love  one  cannot  have.  He,  so  unhappy  in 
his  passion,  can  bestow  great  happiness  on 
this  little  suffering  child.  She  is  pure, 
and  how  faithful  she  has  been  to  him 
all  these  many  months,  whilst  ho  self- 
ishly had  forgotten  her.  But  he  cannot 
suddenly  make  this  plunge — he  must  have 
time  given  him  to  think.  So  he  rises 
somewhat  abruptly,  saying, 

''I  would  do  anything  in  the  world  for 
Miss  Power.  If  you  will  allow  me  I  will 
think  it  over,  and  see  you  again  this  even- 
mg. 

The  two  men  bow  coldly  to  each  other, 
and  Guy,  taking  his  hat,  goes  out. 
Goes  out  half  giddy,  confused ;  the  strange 
new  thought  surging  in  his  brain,  and 
walks  on  towards  his  hotel,  passing  the  same 
shops,  the  same  streets,  which  he  had  pass- 
ed that  night  she  came  to  him  in  Paris^ 
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and  lie  liad  paced  up  and  down  racking  his 
iDrain  to  know  what  to  do  with  her.  Well, 
he  knows  now — what  should  he  do  but 
marry  her  ?  She  is  very  young,  very  fair, 
and  she  loves  him,  ay !  no  doubt  of  that 
need  perplex  his  thoughts.  He  goes 
straight  to  his  room,  gives  strict  orders  to 
his  servant  that  he  shall  not  be  disturbed, 
and  locks  himself  in. 

"  Stay !"  he  cries,  unbolting  the  door 
and  calling  back  his  man,  "  if  Mrs.  Char- 
teris  wants  me,  let  me  know." 

For  nothing  can  make  him  forget  her. 
Alone,  he  throws  himself  into  a  chair  and 
thinks.  It  is  not  unpleasant  to  him,  this  new 
thought  of  a  young,  beautiful,  loving  wife. 
He  has  not  much  joy  of  his  life  now — it 
was  pleasant  enough  before  Fate  made  him 
love  so  madly  and  miserably  this  woman 
who  never  can  bo  his,  but  now  what  has  he 
to  look  forward  to  ?  He  cannot  be  much 
longer  in  Milly's  society — the  pain  is  too 
great,  and  besides,  he   is  nothing  to  her, 


LOVERS  AND  LOVERS.  141 

only  her  husband's  brother.  As  he  drifts 
into  the  memory  of  her,  he  rouses  himself 
with  an  impatient  gesture,  and  goes  back 
to  his  thoughts  of  Dolores.  Yes  !  he  will 
make  a  pet,  a  toy,  a  plaything  of  her.  She 
is  beautiful ;  well,  he  will  make  her  more 
beautiful,  with  every  adornment  that 
wealth  can  buy.  She  loves  him  dearly  ;  he 
will  be  so  good  to  her,  she  shall  love  him 
tenfold  more — in  time  he  will  grow  to  love 
her  as  much,  and  she  will  make  him  forget 
that  he  ever  loved  unhappily. 

So  men  argue  and  resolve. 

He  thinks  over  what  Philip  has  told 
him  of  his  first  meeting  with  the  little 
thiner  drowned  in  tears,  then  of  her  at- 
tempt  to  throw  herself  into  the  Seine.  A 
thrill  runs  through  his  veins,  half  of  horror, 
half  of  joy,  to  know  that  he  is  so  passion- 
ately loved ;  and  then  for  the  first  time  he 
thinks  of  Philip.  He  has  only  seen  the 
cold  exterior  of  a  man  of  middle  age, 
whose  feelings  are  too  well  under  command 
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for  any  outward  obsei'ver  to  guess  the 
bitter  pain  of  liis  heart ;  and  so  he  thinks 
Httle  of  his  sacrifice.  Going  to  marry  her 
out  of  kindness — does  not  seem  very  sorry 
to  be  out  of  it — doesn't  think,  from  his 
look,  she  would  have  had  much  of  a  time 
of  it — that  is  Guy's  mental  verdict.  That 
is  the  way  in  which  we  pronounce  upon 
each  other. 

He  sits  thinking  and  thinking,  until  he 
has  argued  himself  into  the  conviction  that 
he  is  bound  by  every  feeling  of  honour  to 
marry  Dolores.  He  would  like  to  know 
something  more  of  her  antecedents ;  but 
she  is  a  perfect  little  lady,  and  has  he  not 
position  enough  for  them  both  ?  Yes,  it  is 
all  settled ;  he  will  marry  her  at  once,  as 
soon  as  everything  can  be  arranged,  at  the 
Chapel  of  the  Embassy;  and  Milly  will 
take  care  of  her  till  then.  He  has  half  a 
mind  to  send  and  beg  an  interview  with 
his  sister-in-law.  But  no,  she  is  not  well, 
and  he  would  not  disturb  her ;   and  then, 
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perhaps  the  sight  of  her,  the  sound  of  her 
voice,  might  make  him  feel  differently — 
might  make  him  swerve  from  his  hour-old 
resolution. 

He  unbolts  his  door,  and  Stevens  appears. 

"  The  Captain's  been  here  for  you,  Sir 
Guy,  and  wanted  very  much  to  see  you ; 
but  I  told  him  your  orders.  He  wanted 
to  know  where  you  were  going  to  dine,  Sir 
Guy." 

Guy  had  actually  forgotten  about  din- 
ner.    After  a  momQut's  pause  he  says, 

"I  have  an  enofasfement.  Go  and  tell 
Captain  Charteris  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
dine  with  him  to-night.  Stay,  give  me  my 
coat,  and  wait  until  I  have  gone." 

Stevens  is  a  very  shrewd  person.  Know- 
ing most  of  his  master's  business,  and  a 
good  deal  more,  he  has  the  well-bred 
stolidity  that  distinguishes  a  servant  who 
knows  his  duty.  He  is  attached  to  his 
master ;  but  over  and  beyond  that  he  has  a 
professional   interest  in   finding  out  any- 
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thing  that  relates  to  his  master's  affairs. 

"  Eattliug  good  servant !"  Guy  once  de- 
scribed him — "  never  forgets  anything — 
no  curiosity — never  bothers  his  head  about 
things  that  don't  concern  him." 

Yet  Stevens  was  the  only  person  who 
knew  that  Guy  was  in  love  with  his  sister- 
in-law. 

Sir  Guy  goes  out,  and  betakes  himself 
to  a  small  cafe  in  a  side-street,  where  he 
feels  quite  sure  of  not  meeting  any  ac- 
quaintance. He  is  pre-occupied,  but  that 
does  not  prevent  his  selecting  various 
dishes  from  the  carte,  and  partaking  of 
them  with  a  certain  amount  of  relish,  since 
they  happen  to  be  remarkably  well  cooked 
and  served.  An  hour  later  he  is  again  in 
the  hotel  where  Dolores  is  staying,  ask- 
ing for  Captain  Etherege.  He  is  ushered 
upstairs,  and  finds  Dolores  sitting  alone. 
She  starts  up  on  his  entrance,  colouring 
deeply,  and  rising,  stammers, 

"  I  did  not  expect  you." 
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"  Did  you  not  ?"  lie  says,  coming  for- 
ward with  a  smile  and  outstretclied  hand. 
"  At  all  events,  I  hope  the  surprise  is  not 
an  unpleasant  one." 

He  is  not  constrained  or  embarrassed ; 
why  should  he  be  ?  He  is  no  doubting 
lover  hanging  for  his  fate  upon  his  mis- 
tress's word.  He  is  here  to  ask  a  very 
pretty  girl,  who,  he  knows  without  a 
doubt,  adores  him,  to  be  his  wife.  The 
task  is  not  wholly  an  unpleasant  one,  for 
she  is  passing  fair  this  child  who  stands 
downcast  and  trembling  before  him. 

"  I  came  to  see  Captain  Etherege,"  pro- 
ceeds Guy;  "  but  since  he  is  not  here " 

"  He  will  be  back  at  nine — he  sent  me 
word  so  by  Marcelline.  It  is  barely  eight 
yet,"  glancing  at  the  gilt  timepiece. 

"  So  much  the  better,"  replies  Guy,  quite 
unembarrassed,  laying  down  his  hat.  "  May 
I  take  off  my  coat  ?"  divesting  himself  of 
it  before  she  has  time  to  reply. 

Dolores  has  not  resumed  her  seat,  but  is 

VOL.  II.  L 
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standing  by  tlie  fireplace,  trying  Lard  to 
compose  herself — to  still  the  tremulous- 
ness  that  shakes  all  her  delicate  frame. 
Guy  comes  towards  her,  the  smile  deepen- 
ing on  his  handsome  face,  a  pleasant  sense 
of  possession  stealing  over  him  at  her  mere 
physical  loveliness,  and  in  a  moment  natur- 
ally, without  hesitation,  stretches  out  his 
arm  to  draw  her  towards  him. 

"Don't!"  she  cries,  violently,  starting 
back,  a  nameless  sick  terror  taking  posses- 
sion of  her. 

"  Dolores,"  he  utters,  half  reproachfully, 
"  I  have  come  to  ask  you  to  be  my  wife." 

The  colour  glows  fiercely  again  in  the 
cheeks  that  had  grown  pale.  She  looks  at 
him  fixedly  for  a  moment,  then,  drawing 
still  further  from  him,  answers,  in  a  firm 
voice, 

"  Never !" 

Guy  is  taken  a  little  by  surprise.  He  is 
certainly  not  a  vain  man,  but  under  the 
circumstances,   the    sacrifice  being  on  his 
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side,  lie  liad  expected  her  to  fall  at  once, 
liappil}^,  if  not  gratefully,  into  his  arms ; 
instead  of  which  she  stands  glaring  at 
him  like  a  young  j^ythoness,  and  reiterat- 
ing "Never  !" 

,  The  assumption  of  this  position  in  the 
girl  supposed  to  be  breaking  her  heart  for 
love  of  him  somewhat  alters  the  aspect  of 
affairs.  Guy  naturally  grows  warmer  in 
the  face  of  opposition. 

"  My  dear  child,"  he  says,  not  attempt- 
ing to  touch  her  now,  "  pray  forgive  me. 
I  was  too  abrupt.  I  fancied  that  you  liked 
me  a  little,  and " 

"  And  you  came  to  ask  me  just  out  of 
pity '."cries  the  girl,  excitedly. 

"  Indeed  no,"  he  answers,  a  little  shocked 
at  this  coarse  way  of  putting  it. 

"  Indeed  yes  !"  she  retorts,  passionately. 
"  He  has  told  you,  I  know,  and  it  was 
mean  and  cruel  of  him." 

Guy,  being  about  as  clever  at  subter- 
fuge as  most  straightforward  Englishmen, 

l2 
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is  rather  at  a  disadvantage.  A  lie  sticks 
in  his  throat,  and  nothing  short  of  it  is  re- 
quired to  calm  the  girl's  excitement. 

''My  dear  child — "  he  protests  ;  but  she 
interrupts  him. 

"  Do  you  think  I  do  not  know  ?  Cannot 
I  read  it  in  your  face  ?  If  he  had  not  told 
you,  would  you  have  come  into  the  room 
smiling  and  looking  quite  sure  of  what  I 
should  answer  when  you  did  me  the 
honour  to  ask  me  ?" 

Never  before  has  Dolores  been  so 
passionately  excited.  She  feels  degraded 
in  her  own  eyes,  and  it  makes  her  bitter 
against  the  man  who  she  feels  has  degrad- 
ed her,  dearly  though  she  loves  him. 

"What  a  clumsy  brute  I  am  !"  Guy  thinks 
to  himself.  ''  Of  course  I  ought  not  to  have 
blundered  at  it  in  that  way — no  wonder  she 
resents  it,  poor  little  thing ;"  but  her  beha- 
viour was  the  effect  of  making  him  more 
solicitous  about  the  prize  he  had  besought 
in  so  cavalier  a  fashion. 
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"  Have  I  offended  you  ?"  lie  asks  rather 
humbly,  not  being  skilled  in  the  treatment 
of  wayward  young  women. 

"  Offended  mo  !"  with  a  touch  of  scorn. 
"  Oh !  Sir  Guy,  you  do  mo  too  much 
honour,  only  "  (her  voice  breaking  sudden- 
ly)— "  only,  unfortunately,  I  know  that  you 
had  an  interview  with  Captain  Etherege 
to-day,  when  he  told  you  that — that  1  loved 
you  "  (her  face  dyed  with  hot  shame),  "and 
so  out  of  pity — out  of  pity,  you  ask  me  to  be 
your  wife." 

"  But  I  assure  you,"  pleads  Guy. 

"Else"  (interrupting  him  passionately) 
— "else  why  have  you  been  all  these 
months  without  comincr  to  see  if  I  was 
alive  or  dead,  without  writing  me  one  line, 
without  thinking  of  me  once  ;  and  now 
to-day,  to-day  you  come  suddenly  with  a 
face  that  says,  '  I  have  but  to  hold  out  my 
arms,  and  she  will  rush  into  them.'  " 

She  stands  before  him  with  her  lovely 
eyes  dilated,  her  mouth  quivering,   every 
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line  and  curve  of  her  delicate  figure  sliaking 
with  intense  emotion;  lier  utterance  is 
rapid,  and  tinged  by  the  faintest  foreign 
accent. 

Guy  had  come  coolly  to  the  wooing,  in  a 
composed  after-dinner  frame  of  mind — he 
was  utterly  unprepared  for  any  scene  of 
this  kind — he  had  come  with  the  intention 
of  saying  in  so  many  words, 

"  My  dear  child,  I  am  a  disappointed 
man,  tired  of  the  world,  tired  of  myself, 
tired  of  everything.  I  have  no  romantic 
love  to  give  you ;  no  doubt  in  time  I  shall 
be  very  fond  of  you ;  you  are  a  very  dear 
little  thing,  and  I  hope  you  will  be  content 
to  take  me  as  I  am." 

His  ideas  on  this  subject  undergo  some 
modification .  Such  a  style  of  wooing  hard- 
ly seems  suited  to  the  present  emergency, 
and,  manlike,  or  perhaps  rather  human-like, 
he  begins  to  set  a  little  more  store  by  the 
thing  that  is  not  so  easy  to  win  as  ho 
imagined. 


151 


CHAPTER  IX. 

GOOD-BYE ! 

"  FNDEED  I  do  love  you,  Dolores, 
^  awfully !"  says  the  young  man, 
making  emphatic  use  of  the  word  to 
which  the  present  generation  have  by 
common  consent  given  a  new  and  utterly 
inappropriate  signification. 

As  he  speaks,  he  feels  quite  certain  that 
what  he  says  is  true.  She,  standing  before 
him  there,  looks  so  sweet  and  fair,  so  alto- 
gether desirable,  it  is  no  longer  a  hard  task 
to  frame  words  loving  enough  to  woo  her. 
She  is  not  shrewd,  nor  clever,  nor  pene- 
trating, but  she  can  hear  the  altered  ring 
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of   the  voice,   and   so   hearing,  looks  up. 

''Not  awfully r  she  says  with  pretty- 
emphasis — "  a  very  little  perhaps." 

''  Let  me  talk  to  you,  darling,"  he  whis- 
pers, di'awing  her  gently  to  his  side  on  the 
sofa — very  gently,  that  she  may  not  recoil 
from  him  again.  "  Why  won't  you  believe 
me  when  I  say  I  love  you  ?" 

"  Because,"  she  answers  simply,  "  you 
were  with  me  much  in  the  last  Spring. 
You  could  not  love  me  then ;  if  you  had 
cared  even  a  very  little  for  me,  you  would 
have  come  just  once  to  see  me — ah,  mon 
Dieu  /  just  once  in  all  those  months  that 
I  sat  praying  for  you  under  the  old  apple- 
trees.  Or,  if  that  were  too  much  to  ask, 
you  might  have  sent  me  a  few  lines  to  say 
you  had  not  forgotten  me  altogether. 
Every  day  I  stood  at  the  gate,  and  how 
my  heart  beat  as  I  watched  the  postman 
come  up  the  hill,  till  when  ho  came  to  the 
gate  I  turned  sick  with  hope  and  fear ;  but 
Jic  always  i)assud  "   (sighing).      "  At  least 
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you  might  have  replied  to  the  letter  I  wrote 
to  you." 

"  Letter,  my  dear  child  !"  cries  Guy,  re- 
morseful at  hearing  how  she  has  suffered 
for  his  sake,  "I  never  received  one.  But 
that  is  easily  accounted  for.  I  told  them 
at  home  not  to  forward  my  letters,  little 
dreaming  there  was  one  I  should  have  been 
so  glad  to  get." 

"Well !"  pursues  Dolores,  following  her 
own  thoughts,  and  not  his  words,  ''  and  all 
this  time  you  never  cared  or  wished  to  see  or 
know  of  me,  and  yet  now  to-day  you  would 
persuade  me  that  you  have  all  at  once  come 
to  love  me !  How  can  I  believe  you  ?  It 
is  out  of  the  goodness  of  your  heart — in- 
deed, I  thank  you,  but  pitiful  as  I  must 
seem  in  your  eyes,  I  could  not  accept  such 
a  sacrifice." 

"But  suppose,"  says  Guy,  his  colour 
deepening  a  little  as  his  conscience  accuses 
him  of  perverting  the  truth,  "  suppose  that 
last  year  there  was  an  obstacle  to  my  ask- 
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ing  you  to  be  my  wife — an  obstacle  that  is 
removed  now  ?" 

She  looks  keenly  in  liis  face. 

"  Oh,  if  I  could  only  believe,"  she  cries, 
half  joyful,  half  doubting,  "  that  you  had 
loved  me  a  little  then  !" 

"  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  obstacle  I 
speak  of,  I  should  have  asked  you  then  to 
marry  me." 

'' Really  and  in  truth?"  she  asks  w^ist- 
fully. 

"  Really  and  in  truth,"  he  affirms. 

"  But  what  was  the  obstacle  ?"  she  asks, 
woman-like. 

The  truth  rises  to  his  lips.  "  I  loved 
another  woman,"  but  he  represses  it.  Why 
give  her  needless  pain  ;  and  besides,  that 
question  answered,  a  dozen  others  would 
follow,  and  he  never  means  her  to  know 
wlio  has  been  her  rival,  so  he  only  strokes 
lier  hair  and  answers, 

"  Little  curiosity  !  what  docs  it  matter 
since  the  obstacle  is  removed  ?" 
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"  Are  you  sure  it  26^  quite  removed  ?"  slie 
goes  on  persistently. 

He  pauses  a  moment,  and  then  says, 

"  Quite  sure." 

But  a  sigh  escapes  him,  and  she  takes 
note  of  it. 

"  I  know,"  she  says,  reddening,  and  with 
a  sigh  too.     "  You  loved  some  one  else." 

"  I  am  not  going  to  be  cross-questioned," 
he  answers,  trying  to  speak  lightly. 

"  And  perhaps,"  continues  Dolores,  with 
eyes  intent  upon  his  face, — "  perhaps  you 
love  her  still  ?" 

"  Hush  !"  he  says,  putting  his  hand  to 
her  lips.  "Do  I  not  love  you  ? — and  how 
can  I  love  two  people  at  the  same  time  ? 
Come,  darling,  tell  me  that  you  will  be  my 
own  beautiful  little  wife,  and  I  swear  to 
you  you  shall  never  have  cause  to  think  I 
love  anyone  better  than  you." 

"  Swear  to  me  first,"  she  says,  solemnly, 
"that  you  love  me  better  than  anyone  else 
in  the  world." 
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For  a  moment  lie  hesitates,  and  tlien 
asks  evasively, 

"  What  makes  you  so  suspicious  ?  How 
can  I  prove  to  you  that  I  love  you  dearly  ?" 

"  By  swearing  what  I  ask — if  you  can," 
she  returns,  sadly. 

"  But  I  have  a  mother,"  he  says,  trying 
to  turn  it  off  laughingly ;  "  I  love  her  very 
much." 

"  Ah  !  that  is  quite  different.  You 
know  one  could  never  be  jealous  of  a  man's 
love  for  his  mother." 

"  Are  you  jealous,  Dolores  ?"  he  asks 
her. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  she  replies,  reflective- 
ly. "  I  think  I  should  be — oh  yes,"  she 
adds,  warmly,  "I  am  quite  sure  I  should 
be." 

"  Well,  you  shall  not  be  put  to  the  test.  I 
will  never  look  at  another  woman,"  he  says, 
laughing,  "  if  you  forbid  it,  except  those 
of  my  own  family." 

*'  Was  that  lady  you  were  with  to-day 
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one  of  your  own  family  ?"    Dolores  asks, 
after  a  slight  pause. 

"Yes — my  brothers  wife,"  trying  to 
speak  unconcernedly. 

"  Do  you  like  her  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Did  you  know  her  before  she  married 
him  ?" 

Guy  takes  both  her  hands  in  his. 

*'  I  shall  not  answer  you  any  more  ques- 
tions until  you  have  answered  mine.  Will 
you  marry  me,  Dolores  ?" 

She  twists  herself  free  from  him,  goes 
to  the  window,  looks  out,  and  then  comes 
back. 

"  Oh !  if  1  could  only  bo  quite,  quite 
sure  that  you  really  love  me  !"  she  utters, 
wistfully. 

"  Be  quite  sure,  then,  darling."  And 
the  young  man  puts  his  arm  round  her  and 
draws  her  head  upon  his  shoulder. 

She  leaves  it  there  this  time,  but  he  feels 
her  whole  frame  quivering  with  sobs.     Her 
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heart  is  bitter  within  her.  Although  her 
hopes  have  come  to  fruition,  the  taste  of 
them  is  not  such  as  she  had  fancied.  In 
the  days  gone  by,  when  she  had  sat  under 
the  apple-trees,  weaving  memory  and 
imagination  into  fair  pictures,  she  had 
thought  of  some  such  scene  as  this,  where 
he  would  say  "  I  love  you,  Dolores;"  audit 
had  seemed  to  her  as  though  the  happiness 
would  be  so  supreme,  so  ecstatic,  she  could 
ask  no  more  of  life  afterwards.  But  now 
that  her  head  lay  on  his  breast,  that  he 
whispered  a  thousand  endearing  words  in 
her  ear,  it  was  all  blank  disappointment ; 
for  she  knew,  in  her  inmost  heart,  that  he 
did  not  love  as  she  loved  him — as  Philip 
loved  her.  Poor  Philip  !  she  could  feel 
for  him  now. 

Sir  Guy  was  sorely  troubled  what  to  do 
with  her.  He  was  so  grieved  at  licr  dis- 
tress, it  inspired  him  with  so  much  pity, 
that  she  grew  every  moment  dearer  to  him. 
And  there  was  no  insincerity  in  his  words 


GOOD-BYE.  159 

as  lie  essayed  to  soothe  and  bring  her  to  a 
happier  frame  of  mind.  He  sat  beside  her, 
holding  her  hands  in  his  kind,  strong  clasp, 
talking  to  her  about  the  future — about  his 
home,  and  all  the  bright  things  of  the  new 
life  that  should  open  for  her ;  and,  as  he 
grew  warm  in  his  pleading,  the  picture 
seemed  fair  enough  to  him  too. 

The  child's  tears  ceased  to  flow ;  her 
eyes  grew  brighter,  a  smile  parted  her  lips, 
the  bitterness  began  to  die  away,  and 
happy  thoughts  to  come  in  the  place  of 
sorrowful  ones.  He  must  love  her,  or  he 
could  not  talk  so  gladly,  so  eagerly,  of  a 
future  to  be  spent  with  her. 

There  comes  a  sudden  knock  at  the  door, 
and  they  start  away  from  each  other  with 
a  sort  of  guilty  instinct;  both  expect  to 
see  Captain  Etherege  in  the  doorway. 
But  it  is  only  a  waiter,  who,  after  a  dis- 
creet pause,  and  another  knock,  that 
elicits  a  spontaneous  "  Entrez  "  and  "  Come 
in,"  brings  in  a  note,  which  he  hands  to 
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Sir  Guy,   and  retires.     It  is  from  Philip. 

"  I  daresay  you  will  agree  Tritli  me  that 
there  can  be  no  advantage  in  our  meeting 
again,  as  was  arranged.  All  there  is  to 
say  can  be  more  easily  written.  If  you 
cannot  conveniently  let  me  know  now  what 
you  suggest  for  Miss  Power's  future,  a 
note  will  find  me  here  up  to  ten  o'clock  to- 
morrow morning." 

Guy  may  be  pardoned  for  misjudging 
the  writer ;  small  wonder  if  he  thinks  the 
man  whose  short,  harsh  note  he  has  just 
read  must  be  harsh  and  cold  too.  Hastily 
he  rings  for  paper  and  ink. 

"Is  it  from  Philip  ?"  asks  Dolores  timid- 
ly.    "May  I  not  see  it?" 

For  answer  he  puts  it  away  in  his  breast- 
pocket, and  kisses  the  outstretched  hand. 

"What  an  inquisitive  little  woman  it 
is  !"  he  laughs,  as  ho  betakes  himself  to 
answer  it. 
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''  Dear  Sir, 

"Miss  Power  lias  consented  to 
become  my  wife.  From  to-morrow  my 
sister-in-law  will,  I  know,  be   delighted  to 

undertake  tbe  care  of  her  until "  but 

he  draws  his  pen  through  the  last  word, 
suppressing  the  sentence  he  had  intended, 
as  somewhat  lacking  in  delicacy  to  Caj)tain 
Etherege. 

"  Poor  Philip  !"  sighs  Dolores. 

Guy  looks  up,  smiling,  and  not  one  whit 
jealous. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  says,  a  sudden  thought 
striking  him,  ''that  Captain  Etherege  and 
his  sister  were  very  kind  to  you,  darling  ?" 

"  Oh,  so  very,  very  kind  !"  she  responds, 
emphatically. 

Thereupon  he  makes  the  following 
addendum  to  his  note : 

"  I  am  aware  how  very  kind  you  and 
Miss  Etherege  have  been  to  Dolores,  and 
trust  you  will  not  think  it  impertinent  or 
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uncalled-for  on  my  part  if  I  tliank  you 
very  earnestly  and  sincerely  for  your  good- 
ness to  lier.  I  trust — we  both,  trust — that 
you  will  continue  your  friendship  to  her.  I 
need  not  say  you  will  always  be  welcome 
and  honoured  guests  at  Wentworth." 

In  after-days  Guy  came  to  regard  this 
production  as  a  coarse,  clumsy,  almost 
brutal  affair,  but  at  the  present  moment 
he  was  satisfied  with  it,  and  lost  no  time 
in  despatching  it.  Then  he  bade  farewell 
to  Dolores,  promising  to  come  early  on  the 
morrow,  and  to  bring  with  him  Mrs.  Char- 
teris,  who  would  take  her  back  to  their 
hotel. 

Philip,  sitting  in  a  room  hard  by,  hears 
the  firm  step  pass  his  door,  aud  crushes  in 
his  hand  the  letter  lie  holds.  He  could 
almost  laugh — from  no  mirth,  God  wot ! — to 
think  of  the  position  they  stand  in  to  each 
other.  Tlio  man  from  love  of  whom  ho 
had   rescued   Dolores   was    rescuing    her 
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from  him  now.  Only  twelve  hours  since, 
and  she  was  to  have  been  the  wife  of  the 
one,  and  now  the  other  is  bidding  him 
welcome  to  his  and  her  joint  friendship 
and  hospitality  in  the  future.  There  is 
but  one  thing  for  it — to  get  away  as  soon 
as  possible.  He  will  bid  Dolores  a  kind, 
calm  farewell — he  has  just  nerve  enough 
for  that — and  then  away  somewhere,  no 
matter  where,  out  of  sight,  out  of  mind  of 
it  all. 

Thus  resolved,  he  enters  the  room  where 
Dolores  sits  buried  in  a'reverie,  half  happy, 
half  mournful.  A  crimson  blush  covers 
her  face.  She  rises  and  makes  a  step  to- 
wards him. 

"I  have  come  to  say  good-bye,  Dolores," 
he  says,  quietly. 

His  manner  is  so  calm  and  cold  that 
she  thinks  to  herself,  "After  all,  he  did 
not  care  for  me  as  I  thought.  Perhaps  he, 
too,  only  felt  pity  for  me." 

So  she  replies,  somewhat  bitterly, 
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"You  do  not  seem  very  sorry  to   say 

it. 

He  checks  the  hasty  answer  that  rises  to 
his  lips,  and  only  says, 

"  I  hope  you  will  be  very  happy." 

"  Why  should  you  go  away  and  leave  me 
just  now  ?"  she  asks  with  a  burst  of  selfish 
petulance. 

"  It  is  better  so,  child,"  he  says,  quietly. 
"  You  will  have  plenty  of  friends  now.  I 
could  do  nothing  for  you  if  I  stayed." 

"You  are  unkind  !"  she  retorts  with  ris- 
ing tears  ;  really  because  she  knows  not 
what  to  say,  and  feels  a  vague,  irritable 
consciousness  of  wrong  on  her  own  side. 

"  Am   I  ?"  he   answers,    very   patiently ; 
"then  forgive  me,  and  wish  me  good-bye." 
Angry  with  herself,  she   takes  refuge  in 
being  irritable  with  him. 

"  Good-bye,  then,  if  you  wish  it ;"  and 
she  tears  the  diamond  ring  from  her  finger, 
and  the  locket  from  her  neck,  and  thrusts 
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them  towards  him.  A  look  of  pain  comes 
into  his  face. 

"  Don't  do  that,  child,"  he  says  ;  "  if  you 
will  no  longer  wear  them,  at  least  keep 
them,  to  remember  that  you  were  once 
loved  very  dearly.  I  don't  suppose  you 
will  ever  want  a  friend  now,  but  if  a  time 
should  come  when  I  can  be  of  the  very 
least  service  to  you,  I  think  you  know  that 
you  may  rely  on  me.  AVrite  to  my  club 
in  London — the  letter  will  be  sure  to  find 
me." 

"And  Mary! — what  will  Mary  say?" 
asks  the  girl,  uneasily. 

"  She  will  know  that  I  was  not  well  suit- 
ed to  you,"  he  answers. 

"  And  you  tliink  so  too  !"  she  says,  pout- 
ing ;  "  you  are  not  so  very  sorry  to  be  rid 
of  me  !" 

"I  think  so  too,"  ho  replies,  only  caring 
to  answer  the  first  part  of  her  sentence. 
*'  Once  more  good-bye,  child,  and  God  bless 

you!" 
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So  saying,  lie  draws  her  towards  liim, 
kisses  her  white  brow,  and  turning,  leaves 
her.  Returned  to  his  room,  Captain 
Etherege  again  sends  for  Marcelline,  gives 
her  certain  instructions  with  money,  and  an 
address  where  he  may  be  found  ;  packs  his 
portmanteau,  and  within  two  hours  had  left 
Paris. 

"Ce  pauvre  M.  Philippe!"  Marcelhne 
says,  plaintively,  as  she  brushes  out  the 
child's  long  hair  at  bed-time. 

•'  I  do  not  think  you  need  pity  him  !"  is 
the  pettish  retort ;  "  he  does  not  seem  to 
mind  so  very  much." 

"  VaT  replies  Marcelline,  sharply,  "you 
are  a  little  ungrateful  one.  Not  mind  ! 
when  I  read  that  in  his  eyes  which  only  to 
look  at  brought  the  tears  to  my  own.  The 
good  God  grant,  Mademoiselle,  that  you 
may  never  be  sorry  for  this  day's  work  !  " 

•'  Why  should  I  ?"'  she  asks,  impatiently ; 
"  is  not  Sir  Guy  handsome,  and  good,  and 
rlcli,  and  noble,  and  does  he  not  love  me?" 
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"  I  "hope  so,"  Marcelline  answers,  drily, 
pursing  up  her  lips. 

"  "What  do  you  mean  !"  cries  Dolores, 
turning  upon  her  passionately,  the  more  so 
because  her  own  heart  misgives  her ;  "do 
you  dare  to  say  Sir  Guy  does  not  love 
me  ?" 

"  No,  no,  no,"  replies  her  nurse,  sooth- 
ingly. 

"  You  did  mean  that !"  cries  Dolores,  ex- 
citedly, "and  you  are  not  my  friend.  Go 
away  from  me  !  do  not  touch  me  !"  and  she 
tears  her  hair  from  Marcelline's  astonished 
grasp,  who  has  never  seen  her  child  like 
this  before. 

'^  Tiens,  tiens !''  she  says,  cajolingl}'-, 
"  what  has  thy  Marcelline  said  ?  Of  course 
Sir  Ghi  loves  thee,  or  why  should  he  want 
to  marry  thee  ?  I  only  meant  that  poor 
M.  le  Capitaine  loved  thee  better  than  ever 
anyone  else  will,  if  thou  livst  to  be  a  hun- 
dred.    Thou  canst  not  read  the  signs,  but 


168  DOLOEES. 

I  have  not  lived  in  the  world  all  these 
years  for  nothing."  And  Marcelline  nods 
her  head  sagaciously. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


GUT  TELLS  IIIS  STOEY. 


SIR  GUY  lighted  his  cigar  at  the  door 
of  the  hotel,  and  proceeded  to  walk 
leisurely  homewards,  thinking  as  he  went. 
The  first  thing  to  be  done  was  to  tell  Milly, 
and  to  ask  her  opinion  and  advice.  Not 
as  to  his  marrying  Dolores — that  was 
already  irrevocably  decided, — but  as  to 
various  preliminaries  and  arrangements. 
Should  he  tell  her  everything  ?  He  re- 
membered that,  on  the  night  when  Dolores 
came  to  him  in  Paris,  Milly  had  caught  a 
glimpse  of  her ;  not  sufficient,  perhaps,  to 
enable  her  to  recognise  the  child  again, 
but  Adrian  had  been  in  the  room  with  her, 
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had  spoken  to  her ;  there  would  be  no 
possibility  of  deceiving  him  as  to  her  iden- 
tity. Another  thought  vexed  him.  Ste- 
vens was  acquainted  with  the  whole  affair  ; 
and,  although  he  had  great  confidence  in 
him,  he  knows  the  best  servants  are  given 
to  gossip.  All  things  considered,  he  re- 
solves to  confide  completely  in  Mrs.  Char- 
teris,  in  whose  judgment  he  has  profound 
confidence. 

He  finds  Milly  looking  very  elegant,  and 
beautifully  dressed  as  usual,  buried  in  a 
dormeuse,  reading  a  French  novel.  She 
throws  it  away  as  he  enters. 

"  Oh !  I  am  so  glad  you  have  come 
back ! — I  am  bored  to  death.  "Where  is 
Adrian  ?" 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  have  not  seen  him 
since  lunch." 

"  "What !  did  he  not  dine  with  you  ?" 
asks  Milly,  reddening  with  something  that 
is  not  pleasure. 

"  No  ;  I  dined  alone." 
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"  You  miglit  have  given  me  tbe  pleasure 
of  your  company,  I  think,"  she  remarks, 
with  some  petulance. 

"  I  should  have  been  only  too  glad. 
The  last  I  heard  of  you  was  that  you  had 
a  headache,  and  were  not  to  be  disturbed 
— how  is  it  now  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  slept  it  off ;  and  when  T  came 
down  there  was  no  dinner  ordered,  and  no 
one  to  dine  w4th — and  I  hate  dining 
alone  !"  she  finishes,  in  a  vexed  tone. 

"  If  I  had  only  known — but,  of  course,  I 
imagined  Adrian " 

"You  don't  think  anything  can  have 
happened  to  him,  Guy  ?"  asks  Milly,  anx- 
iously. 

"  How  fond  she  is  of  him !"  he  thinks, 
bitterly. 

"  I  suspect  he  can  take  care  of  himself 
— I  daresay  he  is  dining  with  some  one. 
By-the-way,  now  I  think  of  it,  he  told  me 
he  had  met  Yansittart  this  morning  ;  they 
are  very  old  chums,  you  know." 
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Milly  bites  her  lip.  She  is  so  fond  of 
Adrian  that  the  least  slight  from  him 
■wounds  her  to  the  quick. 

"  Well,"  she  says,  forcing  a  smile,  "  and 
what  have  you  been  doing  ? — have  you, 
too,  found  an  old  chum  ?  Oh  !  I  forgot ; 
of  course,  you  have  been  to  call  on  your 
pretty  little  friend  whom  we  met  in  the 
Louvre  this  morning." 

Guy  draws  a  chair  close  to  his  sister-in- 
law,  and,  looking  at  her,  says  suddenly, 

"  I  am  going  to  confide  in  you,  Milly ;  I 
want  your  advice." 

"  Yes,  do  tell  me,"  she  answers,  with  the 
ready  interest  and  sympathy  that  is  one  of 
her  greatest  charms. 

"  I  am  going  to  be  married." 

"You?" 

Milly  preserves  her  countenance  admir- 
ably, ]3ut  his  words  give  her  a  shock.  She 
had  known  that  he  was  fond  of  her,  and 
though  not  aware  of  the  depth  of  his  love 
for  her, was  still  certain  of  beinof  dear  to  him. 
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Perhaps  slie  has  regretted  it — certainly  she 
feels  nothing  more  for  him  than  her 
relationship  as  his  brother's  wife  warrants ; 
but  it  is,  after  all,  rather  pleasant  than 
otherwise  to  have  an  utterly  devoted 
slave,  who  asks  nothing  more  than  to  be 
at  the  beck  and  call  of  the  adored  one,  and 
to  make  everything  as  smooth  and  pleasant 
as  possible  for  her. 

Neither  can  any  woman  reconcile  it  to 
herself  that  a  man  who  loves  her  can  en- 
tertain the  idea  of  marrying  another  wo- 
man ;  so  when  he  does,  she  generally  tells 
herself  that  she  has  been  mistaken  in 
believing  him  to  be  really  fond  of  her,  and 
feels  a  little  angry  with  herself,  and  some- 
what aggrieved  with  him. 

"  Of  course  it  is  nothing  to  her.  She 
does  not  care  !"  Guy  is  thinking,  with  some 
bitterness,  whilst  Milly  is  striving  sedu- 
lously, and  succeeding  very  well,  in  conceal- 
ing; her  chasrrin. 

"  Can  you  guess  to  whom  ?" 
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"  Not  to  your  friend  of  this  morning  ?" 

"Yes;  why  not?"  he  asks,  a  little 
sharply. 

"I  don't  know,"  Milly  answers.  "  Some- 
how I  fancied  she  was  the  property  of 
that  nice,  gentlemanly-looking  man  who 
was  with  her." 

"  H'm  !  I  don't  think  there  was  anything 
very  7iice-lookmg  about  him,"  he  says, 
grimly. 

"  Oh  !  I  did,  Guy.  He  had  such  a  gentle 
manner,  and  looked  so  sad  about  the  eyes 
and  mouth,  as  though  he  had  had  some 
great  trouble.  Indeed,  I  did  not  fancy  he 
seemed  very  happy  this  morning." 

"  Women  are  more  observant  than  men, 
I  suppose,"  is  the  rather  rough  retort.  "  I 
was  not  particularly  struck  with  Captain 
Ethercge  in  any  way." 

"  Ethercge !  Etheregc  !"  repeated  Milly  ; 
"  was  he  ever  in  the  — th  ?" 

"Yes." 
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"Well,  don't  you  remember  about  his 
wife  ?" 

"No;  what  about  her?" 

"  She  was  a  horrid  woman ;  he  was 
divorced  from  her.  I  remember  her  quite 
well." 

"  I  don't  suppose  she  had  much  of  a 
time  with  him,"  says  Guy. 

"Indeed,  you  are  quite  wrong.  What 
makes  you  so  prejudiced,  Guy  ?  Are  you 
jealous  of  him  ?" 

"  No,  certainly  not,"  he  answers,  heartily 
and  truthfully. 

"  He  was  devoted  to  her — goodness 
itself ;  and  she — well,  never  mind ;  we 
won't  talk  about  her." 

"  I  wonder  which  is  the  worst,"  says 
Guy,  looking  intently  into  the  fire,  as  if  to 
read  an  answer  there — "  to  break  your  heart 
after  what  you  want  and  cannot  get,  or  to 
get  it  and  let  it  break  your  heart  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,"  Milly answers,  looking 
into  the  fire  too,  with  a  very  sad  inflexion 
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in  her  voice.  "  Oli !"  slie  adds,  with  sudden 
enthusiasm,  "  if  one  could  only  have  what 
one  loves  in  this  world,  and  not  be  disap- 
pointed by  it,  what  better  Heaven  would 
any  of  us  want  ?" 

*'  Ay,"  answers  Guy,  in  a  low  voice — 
"  what  indeed  !" 

Both  are  thinking  of  their  own  case. 
Milly  recovers  herself  the  first. 

"  Come,"  she  says,  gaily,  "  I  am  waiting 
for  your  romance." 

"  It  is  almost  a  romance,"  Guy  answers ; 
'*  it  wouldn't  make  half  a  bad  novel.  But 
I  am  going  to  ask  j^ou  a  question  first." 

"Ask  on." 
•  "Do  you  ever  remember  to  have  seen 
Dolores  before?" 

"  Dolores  ! — what  a  pretty  name  !  No. 
Why?" 

"  Thiok." 

Milly  thinks.  "  There  is  something  fa- 
miliar in  her  face.  But — stay,"  and  she 
looks  for  a  moment  curiously  and  intently 
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at  Guy — "  surely  not !  " — and  slie  hesitates 
and  reddens  a  little  with  the  fear  of  beinof 
indiscreet. 

"  Surely  yes.  I  think  you  have  it,"  he 
answers.  "You  need  not  be  afraid  to 
speak.  I  assure  you  there  is  no  delicate 
ground." 

"  How  long  ago  is  it  since  I  might  have 
seen  her  ?"  Milly  interrogates,  cautiously'. 

"Two  days  after  I  first  met  you." 

"  Then  I  know,"  and  she  looks  a  little 
strangely  at  him.     "  "Well,  Guy  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  know  it  sounds  odd,"  ho  an- 
swers, frowning  a  little;  "but  it  won't 
when  I  have  told  you  all.  I  know  some 
women  would  shrug  their  shoulders  and 
raise  their  eyebrows,  but  not  you,  Milly — 
not  you,"  he  repeats,  looking  very  earnestly 
at  her. 

Not  to  forfeit  her  brother-in-law's  good 
opinion,  Milly  does  not  outwardly  do  either, 
but  mentally  she  does  both  very  much  in- 
deed.    She  remembers  Guy's  sudden  dis- 

VOL.  II.  N 
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appearance,  and  Adrian's  laughing  and 
mysterious  manner  wlien  questioned  by  the 
Vivians ;  and,  in  spite  of  his  passionate 
declaration  of  love  for  herself  on  his  re- 
turn after  three  days'  absence,  she  had 
always  thought  there  was  something  con- 
nected with  his  sudden  disappearance  that 
had  better  not  be  inquired  into  too 
minutely. 

"  It  would  be  a  difficult  story  to  tell  to 
anyone  but  you,"  Guy  continues,  almost 
pleadingly — "  in  fact,  I  could  not  tell  any- 
one else  the  exact  truth  of  the  story,  for 
her  sake  as  much  as  mine,  but  to  you  I 
will  tell  it  word  for  word,  as  I  know  it 
myself." 

"You  know  you  may  rely  upon  me,"  she 
answers,  very  kindly  and  softly. 

"  I  know  I  may.     God  bless  you  !" 

Ho  takes  her  hand,  and  presses  it  fer- 
vently, almost  reverently. 

"  Well,  then,  when  I  went  to  Normandy 
last  Spring,  I  was  walking  along  a  most 
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picturesque  and  tumbledown  old  street  in 
Kouen,  with  a  view  to  sketching  it,  when  I 
met  one  of  the  prettiest  little  girls  I 
thought  I  had  ever  seen,  accompanied  by 
an  elderly  Frenchwoman — just  one  of  those 
stout,  clean,  comely-looking  women,  the 
very  type  of  attached  domestic  and  friend- 
of-the-family  sort,  you  know,  Milly.  Well, 
I  immediately  wanted  to  sketch  her." 

"  What,  the  attached  domestic  ?"  laughs 
Milly. 

"  No,  the  girl.  So  I  followed  them  up 
the  hill — a  good  stiff  one,  too,  that  made 
the  fat  servant  puff  and  blow  and  chide  the 
girl,  who  seemed  as  frolicsome  as  a  kitten. 
I  was  afraid  the  old  party  would  be  rather 
a  dragon ;  but  I  followed  at  a  respectful 
distance,  and  by  just  arriving  opportunely 
at  the  garden-gate,  and  reaching  the  key, 
which  had  fallen  on  the  grass,  and  so  pre- 
venting Marcelline  having  to  walk  an  addi- 
tional half-mile,  I  crept  into  conversation 
and  favour ;  and  the  end  of  it  was,  I  was 

n2 
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allowed  to  enter,  not  only  then,  but  several 
times  afterwards,  to  sketch  Dolores,  who 
put  me  very  much  in  mind  of  the  '  Cruche 
Cassee.'  What  do  you  think  ?  Don't  you 
see  a  likeness  ?" 

"  Yes,  but  your  Dolores  is  prettier,"  says 
Milly,  magnanimously. 

V:Oh  yes,  a  thousand  times!"  assents  Guy, 
heartily. 

"Well,  but  tell  me,  Guy,  was  she  living 
all  alone  with  the  servant  ?" 

"  Only  for  the  moment.  Her  mother 
had  gone  to  England  on  business,  and  I 
was  given  to  understand  that,  had  she  been 
at  home,  small  chance  should  I  have  stood 
of  putting  foot  inside  the  gate." 

"  And  where  is  her  mother  now  ?" 

"  Dead,  a  few  months  ago." 

"  Do  you  know  who  she  was,  or  anything 
about  her  ?" 

"  Not  a  syllabic ;  nor  does  anyone  else,  as 
far  as  I  can  make  out.  There  is  some 
mystery." 
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"  How  unfortunate  !"  ]\Irs.  Charteris  can- 
not help  saying.  The  more  she  hears,  the 
less  she  likes  the  idea  of  Guy's  proposed 
marriage. 

"  Yes,  it  is  a  nuisance,  certainly,"  Guy 
answers,  biting  his  lip.  It  begins  to  look 
rather  unsatisfactory  to  him,  too,  "  All 
that  is  known  of  Mrs.  Power  is  that  she 
went  to  live  at  Houen  some  thirteen  or 
fourteen  years  ago,  and  lived  a  most 
secluded  life.  At  her  death,  which  was 
sudden,  no  clue  could  be  found  to  her 
identity.  Etherege  did  all  he  could  to 
trace  it,  but  even  her  lawyers  knew  nothing 
about  her  or  her  antecedents  ;  I  heard  all 
this  from  Dolores  to-night.  Still,  I  sup- 
pose as  the  man  \^ou  have  such  a  high 
opinion  of  was  content  to  take  her  on 
trust,  you  will  not  blame  me  for  doing 
the  same?" 

"But,  my  dear  Guy,  yours  is  a  very 
different  case.  Your  position  makes  it  a 
much  more  important  matter  whom  you 
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marry  than  wlioni  Captain  Etlierege 
cliooses.  Besides,  of  course,  tlirougli  Ms 
unhappy  position,  though  not  a  particle  of 
blame  attaches  to  him,  many  women  would 
think  twice  before  consenting  to  be  his 
wife." 

Milly  is  a  woman  of  the  world ;  she 
knows  nothing  of  Dolores,  has  no  possible 
interest  in  her ;  but  she  is  fond  of  Guy,  and, 
besides,  he  is  the  head  of  the  family,  so  she 
may  be  pardoned  for  not  entering  very 
heartily  into  a  scheme  in  which  she  sees  no 
advantage  to  him  in  any  way, 

"Are you  so  deeply  in  love,  then  ?"  she 
continues,  as  he  makes  no  answer. 

"  No  !"  looking  at  her  for  a  moment,  and 
then  away  again,  "it  is  not  that.  She  is 
a  dear  sweet  little  thing.  I  am  sure  it 
would  be  impossible  to  live  with,  and  not 
to  love  her;  still " 

"  Still  what  r 

"AVlien  I  have  finished  my  story  you 
will  kuoAV.     I  had  been  nearly  a  fortnight 
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in  Rouen,  going  up  almost  every  day  to 
make  my  sketch,  when  one  day  Marcelline 
came  down  to  the  hotel  to  see  me,  and  beg- 
ged me  to  go  away,  because  the  child  was 
getting  fond  of  me.  She  was  rather 
excited,  blamed  herself  for  having  allowed 
me  to  go  to  the  house  at  all,  appealed  to 
my  feelings,  and  finally  extorted  a  promise 
from  me  to  leave  Rouen  at  once,  without 
seeing  my  little  model  again.  Milly,"  he  says, 
breaking  off  suddenly,  "  I  can  see,  by  the 
expression  of  your  face,  that  you  think  it 
was  all  a  plant ;  but  you  don't  know  Mar- 
celline. She  is  the  best  creature  that  ever 
lived." 

"My  dear  Guy,  I  did  not  know  you  were 
a  thought-reader ! "  says  Milly,  laughing. 
"And  you  know  it  would  be  quite  in  charac- 
ter with  the  attached  domestic  to  make  a 
good  match  for  her  young  mistress." 

"  Now,  Milly,  don't  be  like  other  women," 
utters  Guy,  reproachfully.  "  That  is  just 
like  Mrs.  Vi^aan." 
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"  I  won't  offend  again,"  slie  answers,  peni- 
tently, "but  you  must  forgive  me  if  all 
my  interest  in  this  story  is  centred  in  you." 

Guy's  face  briglitens. 

"  How  well  you  understand  the  art  of 
saying  pleasant  things,"  he  says.  "Well, 
I  went  away.  Of  course  I  thought  it  quite 
absurd,  but  still  I  went;  and  then  you 
know,  Milly,"  he  added,  pausing,  "that 
night  A7e  were  dining  with  the  Vivians. 
Do  you  remember  my  being  called  out  of 
the  room  ?" 

"  Perfectly,"  she  says,  with  intense  in- 
terest. 

Another  longer  pause. 

"  Poor  little  darling,"  says  Guy,  in  a 
low,  tender  voice,  "  how  little  she  dreamed 
what  a  foolish  thing  she  was  doing  !  She 
liiul  roHowcd  me  here,  not  even  knowing 
my  address,  nor  having  ever  l)een  in  Paris 
before." 

"  Alone  ?"  Milly  asks,  holding  her  breath. 

"  Yes,  poor  little  soul !    She  had  escaped 
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from  Marcelline,  and  come  off  alone  to 
Paris.  By  tlie  most  wonderful  and  merci- 
ful intervention  of  Providence,  she  met 
Stevens,  and  lie  brought  her  here  at  once." 

"Well,  Guy?"  (impatiently). 

"Well,  Milly,  I  think  you  may  guess  the 
rest.  I  sent  Stevens  off  to  tell  Marcelline 
at  once,  and  took  the  poor  little  thing  back 
next  morning  by  the  first  train." 

Milly  puts  her  hand  in  his ;  there  are 
tears  in  her  beautiful  eloquent  eyes ;  no 
need  for  her  to  speak  her  thoughts. 

"  Any  other  man  would  have  done  the 
same,"  he  says,  hastily. 

"Not  every  other,"  she  replies. 

"  I  should  have  married  her  then  and 
there,  only — "  But  remembering,  he  leaves 
his  sentence  unfinished ;  nor  does  Milly 
ask  for  the  remainder. 

Her  womanly  sympathy  is  aroused. 
"  Poor  little  thing  !"  she  murmurs  softly. 

"  And  so,"  he  proceeds,  "  I  stayed  a 
day  or  two  in  Koueu,  to  pacify  the  poor 
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little  girl,   and  tlieu  I  came   back   here." 

Another,  longer  pause,  broken  at  last  by 
MiUy. 

"  But,  Guy,  how  came  she  to  be  engaged 
to  Captain  Etherege  ?" 

"  He  went  to  stay  at  Rouen  some  little 
time  afterwards  with  his  sister,  and  met 
her  in  the  church  several  times — and,  don't 
think  me  a  conceited  fool  for  telling  you, 
Milly,  he  saved  her  from  drowning  herself." 

"  Poor  little  soul ! — how  fond  she  must 
have  been  of  you  !" 

"Yes,  it  seems  strange,  doesn't  it?"  he 
says,  half  laughing,  half  bitter. 

"  Guy,"  sa^'s  Milly,  looking  at  him  with 
grave  eyes,  in  which  there  is  some  re- 
proach. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  answers  hastily, 
"  I  will  not  offend  ac^ain." 

"''Then,"  suggests  Milly,  "he  fell  in  love 
with  her  and  proposed  to  marry  her.  But, 
Guy,  if  she  was  so  devoted  to  you,  how 
came  she  to  accept  him?" 
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"  I  hardly  know,"  lie  says,  licsitating. 
"  I  suppose  lie  was  kind  to  lier,  and  she 
had  not  much  to  look  forward  to." 

"  But,  Guy,"  asks  his  companion,  practi- 
cally, "where  is  the  sister?  Miss  Power  is 
surely  not  staying  in  Paris  alone  with 
Captain  Etherege  ?" 

"  Oh  !  no,"  he  anwers  hastily,  and  frown- 
ing a  little  ;   "  Marcelline  is  with  her." 

'"'' Toujours  la  Jidele  Marcelline.  But,"  she 
adds,  persistently,  "where  is  the  sister?" 

"  Upon  my  life,  I  never  thought  to  ask !" 
replies  Guy,  with  some  embarrassment. 

"  Tell  me  what  happened  after  our 
strange  rencontre  this  morning.  Did  Captain 
Etherege  at  once  give  up  all  claim,  and 
hand  her  over  to  you  ?" 

"You  see,"  says  Guy,  thoughtfully,  "he 
knew  the  first  part  of  the  story,  and  I  sup- 
pose he  thought  it  was  rather  hopeless  to 
marry  a  woman  who  liked  another  man." 

"  Tell  me  about  your  interview^,"  Milly 
says,    impatiently.     "  Did   he    say    '  Bless 


188  DOLOEES. 

you,  my  children,'  or  did  lie  seem  to  feel  it 
very  much  ?" 

Guy  looks  puzzled. 

"  He  did  not  betray  much  feeling,  cer- 
tainly ;  but,  with  those  cold,  self-contained 
fellows,  you  never  can  tell  what  they  really 
suffer." 

"Whence  Milly  draws  the  conclusion  that 
Captain  Etherege  is  not  so  very  sorry  to 
be  relieved  from  his  engagement,  and  is 
less  satisfied  than  ever  with  Guy's  proposed 
marriage. 

"  In  fact,"  proceeds  the  young  man,  "  I 
should  never  for  one  instant  have  dreamed 
of  standing  in  his  way,  only  he  drew  such 
a  picture  of  what  the  poor  child  had  suf- 
fered, that  I  felt  in  honour  bound  almost. 
But  she  is  a  dear,  sweet  little  thing,"  he 
breaks  off,  as  though  conscious  of  doing 
her  wrong,  "  and  I  am  sure  to  be  very 
happy  with  her." 

"And  I  suppose  you  mean  to  marry  her 
at  once ?' 
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"  Yes,  as  soon  as  possible.  I  want  your 
lielp,  Milly ;  I  know  I  may  ask  you." 

"  Anything  in  the  woi'ld,"  she  says, 
heartily. 

"  I  ventured  to  say  you  would  go  to  her 
to-morrow,  and  bring  her  here." 

"  Here  !"  echoes  Milly. 

"  Is  there  anything  against  it  ?"  he  asks, 
looking  up. 

Mrs.  Charteris  does  not  answer  imme- 
diately. 

''Well,  Milly?" 

"  I  hardly  like  to  say  it,  Guy,  but — but 
does  it  not  occur  to  you  that  it  might  be 
as  well  for  her  not  to  come  here  ?"  Seeing 
him  look  puzzled,  she  adds — "  Is  it  not 
just  possible  that  some  of  the  servants 
here  might  remember  her,  and  you  know 
how  they  talk  !" 

"You  are  quite  right,  as  you  always 
are.  But  what  am  I  to  do  with  her  until 
I  get  the  ceremony  performed  ?  I  thought, 
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if  sbe  were  with  you  for  a  fortnight  or  so, 
that  would  stop  people's  mouths." 

"  That  would  not  do  it ;  and  do  you 
know,  Guy,  I  think  seriously  it  will  be  a 
great  mistake  if  you  get  married  in  such  a 
violent  hurry." 

"  It  must  be  done  !"  he  answers,  reso- 
lutely. 

"  There  is  no  must  about  it,"  she  retorts. 
"  It  will  be  an  injustice  to  herself  as  well 
as  to  you.  Listen  a  moment  while  I  give 
you  my  reasons." 

Guy  settles  himself  in  his  chair,  as  if 
prepared  to  hear  his  sister-in-law  talk  for 
any  amount  of  time ;  but  there  is  a  certain 
fixed  expression  about  the  corners  of  his 
mouth,  as  though  he  is  not  likely  to  be 
convinced  that  his  own  plan  is  not  the 
better  one. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


WHAT  MILLY  THINKS. 


IjlIFTY  objections  to  tlie  marriage 
-■-  crowded  into  Millj's  brain ;  every 
moment  the  idea  seemed  more  hateful  in 
her  eyes.  It  was  a  miserable  sacrifice,  that 
Guy  was  rushing  on  blindly  from  a  mis- 
taken sense  of  honour,  a  Quixotic  chivalry. 
And  not  only  was  he  about  to  commit  a 
fatal  error,  but  to  set  about  it  in  a  manner 
that  would  probably  injure  the  happiness 
of  his  whole  future.  She  felt  almost  in- 
dignant at  his  folly  ;  in  her  own  mind  she 
could  not  refrain  from  thinking  that  he 
was  the  dupe  of  Dolores  and  the  French 


192  DOLORES. 

servant.  Certainty  the  story,  as  told  un- 
consciously by  Guy,  tended  to  sucli  a  con- 
clusion ;  and  altliougli  we  are  in  full  pos- 
session of  tlie  facts,  Mrs.  Charteris  was 
not,  and  very  naturally  formed  an  idea 
tliat  Guy's  sensitive  nature  had  been  im- 
posed upon,  and  that  he  is  about  miserably 
to  throw  himself  away  from  a  mistaken 
sense  of  honour.  And  if  he  married  her 
in  this  hot  haste,  what  would  the  world 
say,  or,  rather,  what  would  it  not  say  ? — 
what  would  Guy's  mother  think,  and  what 
story  would  she  bo  able  herself  to  tell 
plausible  enough  to  satisfy  society  on  the 
subject  of  his  choice  ?  She  feels  almost 
angry  with  him  for  having  brought  about 
this  dilemma ;  but  there  is  no  anger  in  her 
voice  as,  bending  forward,  her  check  rest- 
ing on  her  hand,  she  begins  softly  to  urge 
upon  him  her  convictions. 

"My  dear  Guy,  have  you  thought  yet 
what  you  arc  going  to  give  out  to  the 
world  as   to   Lady  Wcntworth's  history  ? 
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You  will  hardly  tell  them  what  you  have 
told  me,  will  you  ?" 

"Most  certainly  not,"  he  answers,  em- 
phatically. "Why  tell  them  anything? 
Who  has  a  right  to  ask,  except  my  own 
family  ?" 

*'  But  the  moment  you  resent  the  world's 
questioning,  the  world  takes  upoii  itself  to 
find  its  own  answer;  and  that  answer  is 
invariably  the  very  last  one  you  would  give, 
or  wish  given,  yourself." 

"  What  could  anyone  dare  to  say  ?"  he 
commences,  indignantly. 

"  Of  course,"  replies  Milly,  softly,  "  you 
and  I  know  perfectly  " — she  says  this  with  a 
secret  qualm — "that  not  a  syllable  could 
justly  be  breathed  against  your  future 
wife ;  but  you  must  admit  there  are  one 
or  two  circumstances  which,  if  open  to  the 
criticism  of  your  friends,  are  not  so  satis- 
factory as  we  could  altogether  wish.  Nay, 
Guy" — for  he  makes  an  impatient  move- 
ment,— "  you  know  I  would  not  pain  you ; 

VOL.  II.  0 


194  DOLOEES. 

I  am  only  speaking  to  you  as  your  mother 
would,  were  slie  here  this  moment." 

"  I  will  keep  her  abroad  for  a  year,  until 
people  have  forgotten  to  ask  any  ques- 
tions." 

"  Why  do  that?  You  must  be  anxious 
to  see  your  own  country  and  "Wentworth 
again;  you  have  been  away  from  it  too 
long  already." 

"Tell  me,  then,  Milly,— what  do  you 
propose  ?" 

''  I  cannot  quite  answer  that  at  this 
moment ;  I  want  you  to  give  me  a  night 
to  think  about  it.  But  I  do  urge  your  not 
dreaming  of  an  immediate  marriage.  It 
would  be  a  great  blow  to  your  mother,  set 
everyone  talking  in  the  county,  and  per- 
haps make  your  wife's  position  doubtful, 
instead  of  her  being  at  once  able  to  take 
her  own  place.  Don't  you  agree  with  mo 
so  far  ?" 

"  Yes,"  he  answers,  reluctantly. 

"  Suppose,  now,"  with  a  sudden  inspira- 
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tion,  "  that  I  were  to  dine  at  the  table-dhote 
of  a  certain  hotel  to-morrow — that  I  were 
to  sit  next  a  charming  young  girl,  to  whom 
I  took  the  greatest  fancy ;  suppose  I  con- 
tinued the  acquaintance,  and  became  so 
fond  of  her  that  I  asked  her  to  go  over  to 
England  and  stay  with  me.  You  natural- 
ly, being  constantly  with  us,  fall  in  love  with 
my  little  friend,  and,  eventually,  propose 
to  her.  She  will,  of  course,  be  invited  to 
Wentworth,  to  stay  with  your  mother ;  and, 
in  three  months  from  the  present  time, 
what  is  to  prevent  your  marrying  a  young 
lady  whom  the  world  knows  all  about  ? 
For  it  will  not  be  very  difficult  to  make  a 
true  story  about  her  orphaned  condition. 
"What  do  you  think  of  the  idea,  Guy  ?" 

"  Think  !  I  think  you  are  the  cleverest 
woman  in  the  world  !" 

"  Then,  for  Stevens,"  she  says,  pausing, 
— "  well,  you  must  caution  him  against 
alluding  to  the  past,  or  seeming  to  recog- 
nise  either   Miss    Power   or  her  servant; 

o2 
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and,  above  all  things,  tell  him  to  keep  it 
from  mj  maid,  because  I  am  not  to  be 
supposed  to  know  anything  about  the 
past." 

Guy  drums  on  the  floor  with  one  foot, 
and  frowns  a  little. 

*'  Yes,"  proceeds  Milly,  "  I  know  it  is 
hateful  to  you  to  have  recourse  to  decep- 
tion of  any  kind,  but  just  think,  Guy,  for 
her  sake,  whether  you  can  afford  to  brave 
everything,  and  act  quite  straightforward- 
ly. You  see,  the  Vivians  know  of  your 
having  been  in  Eouen  last  year ;  they  know 
about  some  one  coming  to  you  in  Paris, 
and  your  going  back  again  to  Rouen. 
Mrs.  Vivian  is  not  an  ill-natured  woman, 
but  she  is  inquisitive,  and  fond  of  gossip ; 
and,  if  there  is  a  clue  to  unravel,  will  do 
her  best  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  it." 

"  But,  my  dear  Milly,  how  do  you  sup- 
pose for  one  instant  that  the  fact  of  her 
having  lived  in  Rouen  all  her  life  is  to  be 
kept  a  secret  ?" 
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"  I  never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing  for  an 
instant.  But  hark  !  there  is  Adrian.  May 
I  tell  him?" 

"I  suppose  so;  he  must  know  sooner  or 
later ;  but  not  before  me.  And,  Milly,"  he 
adds,  hurriedly,  "  tell  him  not  to  chaff  me 
about  it — I  couldn't  stand  it." 

"  I  will  mature  my  plans,  and  we  will 
talk  them  over  in  the  morning." 

The  door  opens,  and  Adrian  comes  in, 
looking  handsomer  than  ever,  if  a  little 
more  bored  and  languid. 

Milly  is  one  of  those  who  only  get  angry 
with  people  that  are  very  dear  to  them. 
She  has  a  grand  armour  of  pride  to  protect 
her  from  the  petty  stings  of  life  ;  but  once 
she  loves,  that  one  to  whom  her  heart  is 
given  has  the  power  of  wounding  her  to 
the  very  quick — a  power  so  great  that  it 
may  easily  be  abused  without  design. 
This  is,  at  the  same  time,  her  greatest 
fault  and  her  greatest  misfortune.  The 
intonation  of  a  voice,  a  cold  or  wandering 
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glance,  a  distraite  answer,  can  make  lier 
unhappy,  a  sliglit  neglect  or  sharp  retert 
cause  lier  to  feel  passionately  indignant 
and  miserable.  She  is  as  irrational  and 
unreasonable  in  her  love  as  she  is  sensible 
and  discreet  in  every  other  matter.  With 
the  whole  force  of  her  nature  she  loves 
Adrian — not  a  whit  the  less  because  she 
does  not  respect  him,  because  she  knows 
him  for  what  he  is — an  utterly  selfish  man. 
Too  indolent  to  be  ill-tempered,  too  fond  of 
himself  easily  to  allow  anything  to  put  him 
out,  always  ready  to  be  kind  and  pleasant 
when  it  does  not  inconvenience  himself, 
and  with  a  charming  grace  in  refusing  to 
do  what  he  does  not  care  for,  that  makes 
his  refusal  almost  as  good  as  other  people's 
compliance. 

Milly  has  a  passion  for  good  looks ;  it  is 
a  real  pleasure  to  her  to  look  at  a  hand- 
some face,  and  she  can  gratify  this  taste 
perfectly  with  her  husband,  who  is  emi- 
nently handsome,  and  so  perfectly  aware 
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of  it  that  lio  would  consider  it  beneath 
him  to  appear  conceited.  Guy  is  "  quite 
good-looking  enough  for  anything,"  as  his 
friends  say,  but  he  has  now  and  then  felt 
a  twinge  of  envy  at  seeing  how  irresistible 
his  brother's  handsome  face  is  in  the  eyes 
of  most  women. 

"  I  daresay  Dolores  won't  think  much 
of  me  when  she  has  seen  him,"  is  his  men- 
tal comment,  as  Captain  Charteris  comes 
in,  looking  more  splendidly  handsome  even 
than  usual. 

There  is  something  irresistible  about  the 
smiling  eyes,  the  curved  mouth  that  the 
golden  moustache  shades,  but  does  not 
hide.  At  the  bare  sight  of  him  Milly's 
wrath  melts  like  snow  before  the  sun,  her 
eyes  shine  a  welcome  on  him,  her  own  face 
becomes  radiant — "  and  beautiful  too,"  Guy 
thinks. 

"  Well,  Guy,  what  have  you  been  about  ?" 
Adrian  says,  not  even  noticing  his  wife, 
whose  face  falls,  and  whose  heart  gives  a 
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little  indignant  throb.  He  does  not  apolo- 
gise for  having  left  her,  nor  ask  if  her 
head  is  better ;  and  her  anger  begins  to 
return. 

"  I  sent  Stevens  to  you,  but  he  said  you 
Tvere  not  to  be  disturbed  on  any  account. 
TVhat  were  you  doing? — composing  a 
valentine  or  a  love-letter,  or  taking  a  nap 
— eh  ?  Why,  how  glum  you  both  look ! 
What's  up,  Milly  ?" 

"  Oh  !  nothing,"  she  returns  coldly,  look- 
ing away  from  him. 

"  We  had  a  deuced  good  dinner ;  you 
had  better  have  come  with  me,"  pursues 
Captain  Charteris,  not  noticing,  or  appear- 
ing to  notice,  his  wife's  displeasure. 
*' Where  did  you  dine?" 

"  I  did  not  know  you  were  going  to 
dine  out,"  answers  Guy,  "so  I  dined  alone 
at  a  place  in  the  Rue  Richelieu." 

"  AVcll,  Milly,  and  what  did  you  do  ?"  he 
asks,  with  a  yawn. 

"  I  dined  alone,  which,  as  you  know,  I 
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am  particularly  foud  of  doing,"  says  Milly. 

"Oh  !  I  didn't  think  you'd  dine  at  all; 
people  don't,  generally,  when  they  have  a 
headache." 

"  You  might  have  left  word  you  were 
going  out,"  she  returns,  trying  not  to  be 
angry. 

"  I  did  not  know,  when  I  saw  Fentum, 
that  I  ivas  going  out ;  but  when  I  heard 
from  her  that  you  were  not  to  be  disturbed, 
and  the  same  from  Guy's  man  about  him, 
I  went  and  found  Yansittart,  and  we  dined 
together.  Capital  dinner ! —deuced  dear, 
though  !"  and  he  pulls  out  the  bill  of  fare, 
and  hands  it  to  his  brother. 

"Ninety-five  francs,"  Guy  reads  to  him- 
self, and  inwardly  comments,  "Hang  it 
all !  if  I  owed  nearly  all  my  money  to  my 
wife,  I  think  I'd  be  a  trifle  less  lavish  with 
it." 

But,  to  do  Milly  justice,  as  long  as 
Adrian  is  good  to  her,  she  begrudges  him 
nothing,  and  is  perfectly  willing  to  deny 
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herself,  tliat  lie  may  Lave  everything  he 
wants.  Adrian  accepts  it  all  as  his  due, 
and  does  not  see  any  particular  generosity 
in  his  wife's  handing  over  everything  she 
has  into  his  keeping  with  unquestioning 
confidence.  If  she  had  not  had  money,  he 
would  certainly  not  have  married  her ;  and 
already  he  considers  that  he  has  made  an 
enormous  sacrifice  in  giving  up  his  free- 
dom, for  which  her  fortune,  were  it  ten 
times  as  great,  could  not  compensate. 

"  I  suppose  you  were  having  a  very  in- 
teresting conversation,  and  I  interrupted 
it?"  says  Adrian,  with  a  yawn.  "  It's  only 
half-past  eleven," — looking  at  his  watch — 
"  but,  as  there  is  nothing  else  to  do,  I  may 
as  well  go  to  bed — Unless  you'll  come  out 
for  a  stroll  ?"  he  adds,  turning  to  Guy. 

But  Gu}-,  seeing  that  Milly  is  vexed, 
says  he  is  tired,  and  does  not  care  to  go 
out  again ;  and  so,  wishing  them  good- 
niglit,  he  goes. 

IVIilly  wants  to  tell  her  husband  the  news 


WHAT  MILLY  TniXKS.  20^ 

of  Guy's  engagement,  but  slic  is  angry 
with  liim,  and  can  hardly  command  her 
voice  sufficiently  to  begin.  If  he  would 
only  say  a  kind  word,  or  express  a  regret 
at  having  left  her  to  dine  alone,  she  could 
be  pleasant  again  directly ;  but  he  takes  a 
book  and  begins  to  read.  It  is  his  theory 
that,  if  a  woman  is  out  of  temper  (and  ho 
has  rarely  had  anything  but  pleasant  looks 
from  them,  except  an  occasional  outburst 
of  jealousy),  the  only  thing  is  to  leave  her 
quite  alone  until  she  comes  round.  As  to 
a  quarrel,  a  scene,  or  an  explanation,  it 
would  be  far  too  much  trouble  ;  besides,  it 
would  never  enter  his  brain  to  imagine  he 
could  be  in  the  wrong:.  He  does  not  under- 
stand  Milly  the  least  in  the  world,  and  is 
of  opinion  that  she  has  the  "  devil's  own 
temper,"  as  he  expresses  it ;  but  he  has 
heard  that  most  married  women  have  the 
same,  so  the  only  thing  is  to  keep  out  of 
her  way  until  she  gets  over  it. 

Milly  begins  herself  to  think  that  she  is 
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bad-tempered;  scarcely  a  day  passes  but 
Adrian  vexes  Iter  in  some  way,  and  altliougli 
she  tries  hard  to  conceal  the  bitterness  she 
feels,  she  loves  him  too  much  not  to  resent 
what  she  thinks  unkindness  or  neglect  on 
his  part.  Milly  was  too  exacting,  and 
Adrian  was  the  last  man  in  the  world  to 
suit  a  woman  of  her  temperament.  She 
told  herself  this  a  thousand  times  in  the 
day ;  but  it  was  additionally  bitter  to  her 
from  the  fact  that  she  had  been  used  to 
receive  willing  homage  and  attention.  She 
had  been  spoiled  and  flattered  by  a  dozen 
men  who  had  been  only  too  happy  to 
humour  her  least  caprice ;  and  until  her 
marriage  with  Adrian,  she  had  looked 
upon  all  their  acts  of  devotion  as  only  her 
right  and  due.  Captain  Charteris  was 
charming  in  society,  but  lie  could  not  bo 
bored  by  playing  at  company-manners  at 
home.  It  was  absurd  to  expect  a  man  to 
open  the  door  or  ring  the  bell  for  his  wife, 
or    otherwise   make  a  lackey   of    himself. 


WHAT  ^riLLY  THINKS.  205 

Milly,  who  had  been  used  to  all  the  iiedis 
soins  that  a  woman  values,  felt  that  the 
absence  of  them  betokened  a  want  of  affec- 
tion on  her  husband's  part.  Since  Guy- 
had  been  with  them,  he  had  been  so  thought- 
ful and  courteous  to  her,  almost  reading- 
her  wishes,  and  only  too  happy  if  he  could 
satisfy  the  least  of  them. 

Captain  Charteris  watched  his  brother 
with  some  amusement. 

"  Ah  !  my  dear  fellow,"  he  would  say, 
with  his  indolent  smile,  ''it's  very  jolly 
waiting  upon  other  people's  wives.  I  don't 
mind  that  myself;  but  wait  till  you  get 
one  of  your  own." 

And  now  she  was  going  to  lose  Guy  too, 
and  she  began  to  think  of  a  thousand  vir- 
tues and  good  qualities  in  him  that  had 
scarcely  struck  her  much  until  now.  Adrian 
must  be  told,  so  she  will  endeavour  to 
ignore  her  wrongs  and  commence.  Try  as 
she  may,  she  cannot  summon  up  quite  a 
good  grace. 
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"  Adrian  !" 

"  Well  ?"  lie  answers,  not  looking  up. 

"Is  your  book  so  very  interesting?" 

"Yes,  rather." 

"More  interesting  than  my  conversa- 
tion ?" 

"A  Q'ood  deal  more." 

"  Thank  you.  Perhaps  you  take  some 
interest  in  your  brother's  affairs  ?" 

"  Not  particularly,"  he  answers,  still 
reading. 

"  He  is  going  to  be  married,"  says  Milly, 
quietly. 

"  The  deuce  he  is !"  Adrian  exclaims, 
looking  at  her.  "  What  an  infernal  fool ! 
Whom  to  ?" 

"  It  is  rather  a  long  story,"  she  answers, 
trying  to  swallow  her  anger.  "  Perhaps  you 
would  rather  continue  your  book  ?" 

"  No,  T  should  not.  I  would  rather  hear 
your  story,"  he  adds,  smiling  graciously. 
"  Come  and  tell  mo." 

Milly  is  weak.     When  her  sovereign  lord 
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holds  out  tlie  sceptre  to  lier,  slic  can  only 
prostrate  herself  at  his  feet.  So  she  rises, 
and  going  to  him  seats  herself  on  the  arm 
of  his  chair. 

"Adrian,"  she  sa^^s,  caressingly,  ''you 
know  it  was  not  kind  of  you  to  go  out  and 
leave  me  alone  to-day." 

"  Oh  !  I  thought  you  would  be  sure  to 
have  Guy ;  and  you  know  he  waits  upon 
you  and  looks  after  you  much  better  than 
I  do.  But  tell  me,  whom  is  he  going  to 
marry  ?" 

"You  know  I  told  you  at  lunch  about 
our  meeting  a  girl  in  the  Louvre  who  had 
a  fainting  fit." 

"Yes." 

"  He  is  going  to  marry  her." 

"  But  who  is  she  ?  Where  did  he  meet 
her  ?     How  long  has  he  known  her  ?" 

For  Guy's  sake  Milly  wants  to  make  the 
best  of  the  story ;  but,  as  she  proceeds,  she 
feels  every  moment  that  it  is  more  and 
more  unsatisfactory.     During  its  progress 
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her  husband  interpolates  many  ejaculations 
of  contempt  and  derision.  At  its  close  he 
gives  a  prolonged  whistle, 

*'Guy  always  was  the  biggest  fool  about 
women,"  he  comments.  "  I  thought  he 
would  end  by  some  such  scrape  as  this. 
Rather  an  interesting  addition  to  the  family 
— the  new  sister-in-law,  eh,  Milly  ?" 

"  She  may  be  very  nice,"  Milly  answers, 
"  and  she  is  certainly  pretty." 

"  If  I  were  you,  I  wouldn't  be  dragged 
into  it — let  Guy  manage  it  as  best  he  can, 
if  he  is  such  an  ass." 

"  I  don't  think  that  would  be  wise ;  the 
only  thing  we  have  to  do,  since  lie  is  bent 
upon  it,  is  to  make  the  best  of  it." 

"  I  don't  see  there's  any  best  to  be  made 
about  it.  You  can't  prevent  the  whole 
thing  coming  out  one  day,  and  then  no- 
body will  have  two  opinions  about  her.  I 
don't  doubt  it's  all  right,  because  I  know 
what  Guy  is — but  you  won't  make  anybody 
else  believe  it." 
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"^Ye  shall  see,"  replies  Milly,  with 
feminine  astuteness.  "  You  see  if  we  were 
to  oppose  it,  he  would  have  nothing  to  do 
but  to  marry  her  at  once ;  whereas,  if  we 
delay  it,  it  is  just  possible,"  she  says,  hesi- 
tating, "  that  he  may  change  his  mind." 

*'  I  see.  You  are  a  clever  woman,  Milly, 
but  I  rather  doubt  if  you  are  a  match  for 
the  ingenue  and  the  old  Frenchwoman." 

"  Perhaps  not.  I  have  no  idea  of  any 
scheming  and  counter-scheming.  My 
only  wish  is  for  your  brother's  welfare." 

**  Very  good  of  you.  And  it  would  be 
rather  a  bore  to  lose  such  a  useful  slave, 
eh,  Milly  ?"  and  Adrian  goes  off  laughing, 
thinkinsr  he  has  divined  his  wife's  thoug-hts 
very  cleverly.  After  ho  was  gone,  Milly 
sits  thinking  intently,  until  her  maid  comes 
to  see  whether  she  means  to  sit  up  all 
night.  By  this  time  her  plans  are  tolerably 
matured,  and  after  breakfast,  the  following 
morning,  she  is  able  to  detail  them  for 
Guy's  benefit.    She  has  also  extracted  from 

VOL.  II.  p 
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lier  husband  a  promise  not  to  interfere  in 
any  way  with  her  projects,  and  to  observe 
the  strictest  silence  about  his  previous 
meeting  with  her  in  Paris,  as  well  as  to 
refrain  from  betraying  to  Dolores  herself 
any  recollection  of  having  seen  her  before. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

WHAT  CONSTITUTES  HAPPINESS  ? 

DO  you  know,  Guy,"  says  Milly,  to  her 
brother-in-law  the  next  morning, 
"  I  think  the  best  thing  I  could  do  would 
be  to  see  Captain  Etherege.  It  would 
be  better  for  the  world  not  to  know 
anything  about  his  engagement  to  Miss 
Power,  and  I  feel  sure — oh  !  quite  sure," 
(emphatically,)  "that  he  would  be  as 
little  likely  as  you  to  say  anything  to 
the  detriment  of  a  woman,  but  I  am  a  little 

afraid  of  his  sister,  and " 

"  I  fear  it  is  too  late,"  breaks  in  Guy. 
"  In  his  letter  he  says  he  shall  be  in  Paris 
up  to  ten   this   morning,   and,"  he  adds, 

p  2 
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taking  out  his  watcli,  "it  is  that  now." 
"You  might  go  at  once,  before  break- 
fast ;  and  if  you  told  him  I  was  very  desir- 
ous to  see  him,  I  daresay  he  would  put  off 
his  departure  for  an  hour  or  two.  It  is 
most  important,"  she  continues,  anxiously, 
"  that  I  should  see  him ;  and  then,  later 
on,  you  can  explain  to  your  fiancee  that  it 
will  be  better  for  me  not  to  go  to  her  and 
bring  her  back  here  to-day." 

Guy  takes  his  hat  obediently  and  goes, 
though  he  likes  neither  of  his  missions. 
He  does  not  want  to  meet  Captain  Etherege 
asrain,  and  how  is  he  to  tell  Dolores  that 
she  cannot  openly  and  at  once  bo  received 
in  her  proper  position  by  his  family  ?  If 
he  had  not  such  a  high  opinion  of  Milly's 
prudence  and  discretion,  he  would  like  to 
have  things  his  own  way,  and  run  all  risks 
for  the  future.  But  Milly  has  put  it  on 
tlio  highest  ground — his  duty  towards  Do- 
lores— and  he  cannot  help  seeing  that  she 
is  right. 
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"  How  good  she  was  about  it !"  bo  re- 
flects, as  lie  goes  along.  "  Most  women 
would  have  made  themselves  disagreeable, 
and  insinuated  all  sorts  of  things ;  because, 
after  all,  it  does  sound  a  strange  story  in 
the  telling,  and  a  woman  who  was  not  pure- 
minded  like  Milly  might  make  evil  out  of 
it.  Bless  her  I"  he  thought,  sighing,  "  I 
had  rather  have  seen  her  married  to  most 
of  my  friends  than  Adrian.  I  hate  him 
sometimes,  when  I  see  his  manner  towards 
her,  and  how  fond  she  is  of  him !  A 
woman  like  that,  that  I  should  have  been 
so  proud  of  J  should  have  worshipped  so, 
to  be  valued  only  for  her  money  !  Would 
to  God  I  had  met  her  before  her  first  mar- 
riage, when  she  had  none !  But  I  suppose 
she  would  never  have  cared  for  me. 
Women  don't  care  for  the  men  who  would 
be  good  to  them,  and  love  them  !"  he  says 
bitterly  to  himself. 

It  is  wdtli  no  eager  heart  or  step  that 
the  affianced  lover  turns  in  at  the  doorway 
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of  the  hotel  where  his  betrothed  is  staying ; 
and  when  the  porter  tells  him  that  Captain 
Etherege  has  left  the  previous  night,  he 
breathes  more  freely.  And  now  for  the 
interview  with  Dolores,  which  he  foresees 
will  be  a  little  difficult. 

He  finds  her  sitting  before  an  untasted 
roll  and  cup  of  coffee — Marcelhne  by  the 
window  at  work.  The  latter  rises,  makes 
him  a  curtsey,  and  prepares  to  withdraw, 
but  he  detains  her. 

"  No  need  to  run  away,  Marcelline.  You 
know  we  can  talk  all  our  secrets  without 
being  afraid  of  your  understanding  us." 

This  is  not  very  lover-like,  Marcelline 
thinks,  and  Dolores  feels  it  too,  and  tlie 
colour  comes  into  her  cheeks  as  she  bends 
over  her  coffee  and  pretends  to  drink  it. 

Guy  takes  her  hands  in  his,  and  looks 
very  kindly  at  her. 

"  You  arc  looking  quite  charming  this 
morning,  Dolores  !" 

*'  Am  I  ?"  she  says,  in  a  pleased  voice. 
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"  Isn't  she,  Marcelliuo  ?"  lie  says,  repeat- 
ing his  remark  in  French.  And  Marcelline 
smiles  and  nods  in  answer.  "  You  Avill 
have  to  learn  English  now  you  are  going  to 
live  in  England,"  pursues  Guy,  taking  it 
for  granted  that  where  Dolores  goes  there 
will  her  faithful  servant  attend  her. 

"Milor  is  very  good,"  she  answers,  "but 

as  for  leaving  France "  And  she  finishes 

her  sentence  with  a  doubtful  shake  of  the 
head. 

"  I  am  not  Milor,  Marcelline,"  laughs  the 
young  man,  "  only  plain  Sir  Guy.  And, 
you  know,  if  you  don't  come  to  England, 
we  shall  have  to  settle  in  France.  I  am 
sure  your  little  lady  will  never  consent  to 
part  from  you." 

"Ah!  Sir  Guy  is  joking  the  poor  old 
woman.  Her  little  angel  will  be  only  too 
glad  to  be  rid  of  a  cross  old  servant,  who 
has  done  nothing  all  her  life  but  contradict 
her." 

Dolores  smiles  and  shakes  her  head. 


216  DOLOEES. 

"Cunning  old  Marcelline  !  You  want 
me  to  flatter  you,  and  to  tell  Sir  Guy  that 
I  should  die  without  you." 

"  I  hear  Captain  Etherege  has  gone," 
says  Guy,  presently.  "  I  was  in  hopes  of 
findins;  him." 

"  For  what?"  asks  the  child,  blankly. 

"My  sister-in-law,  Mrs.  Charteris,  want- 
ed to  see  him.  Do  you  know  if  he  has  left 
Paris  r 

"Yes,  he  has  gone.  But  why  should 
Mrs.  Charteris  want  to  see  him?"  she  asks, 
suspiciously. 

"  I  am  not  quite  in  the  secret,"  answers 
Guy,  evasively;  "but,  since  he  is  gone,  it 
is  of  course  impossible." 

"  And  Madame,  your  sister,  is  she  coming 
here  this  morning  ?" 

"No-o,"  he  says,  hesitating,  "not  this 
morning.     She  thinks — we  think " 

"  Sir  Guy,"  interrupts  Dolores,  in  a  con- 
strained voice,  "  do  you  object  to  my  ask- 
ing Marcelline  to  (|uit  the  room  ?" 
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"  Certainl}'  not,  dearest ;  but- 


*'Marcelline,"  she  pursues,  with  quiet 
dignity,  "  will  you  be  so  good  as  to  leave 
us  for  a  few  minutes  ?" 

"  But — certainly,"  and  the  good  soul 
retires  with  great  alacrity.  Frenchwoman 
though  she  is,  she  has  no  scruples  about 
leaving  her  young  charge  with  her  affi- 
anced husband.  MarccUine  has  an  im- 
mense respect  for  and  confidence  in  Eng- 
lishmen. 

Dolores  contains  herself  until  the  door 
has  closed,  and  then  bursts  out,  with 
quivering  lips  and  flashing  eyes — 

"  I  understand  all,  Sir  Guy.  Your  sis- 
ter does  not  wish  you  to  marry  me  ;  she 
has  been  persuading  you  from  it ;  she  has 
refused  to  receive  me.  I  am  quite  con- 
tent ;  you  arc  free.  I  am  certain  that  you 
only  pretend  to  love  me  from  kindness 
— as  I  told  you  yesterday,  from  pity.  T 
never  wish  to  see  you  any  more,  and  I 
pray  you  do  mo  the  kindness  to  leave  me." 
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Guj  gives  vent  to  an  impatient  sigli ;  lie 
is  not  in  the  liumour  to  fig^ht  over  ao^ain 
the  uphill  that  he  conquered  last  night, 
and  he  says,  with  slight  irritation, 

"  Why,  what  a  foolish  little  girl  it  is  ! 
Why  cannot  you  be  reasonable,  Dolores  ? 
At  all  events,  let  me  finish.  Come,  dar- 
ling," and  he  suddenly  relents,  as  he  sees 
the  great  tears  standing  in  her  eyes,  and 
goes  towards  her  to  put  his  arm  round 
her.     She  shakes  him  off  impatiently. 

"  Proceed,  Monsieur — I  am  listening." 

But  Guy  does  not  find  it  in  the  very 
least  easy  to  proceed.  He  feels  that  in 
her  present  touchy,  sensitive  mood  he  will 
only  be  adding  fuel  to  the  fire  by  giving 
his  sister's  reasons  for  not  going  to  her  at 
once. 

"  My  sister  is  not  quite  recovered  from 
her  headache,  and "  he  stammers. 

"You  have  just  thought  of  that  for  an 
excuse,"  says  Dolores,  looking  steadily  at 
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him.  "  Why  not  toll  mo  tho  truth  ?  I 
am  not  afraid  to  hear  it." 

And,  indeed,  it  is  the  little  maiden  who 
looks  formidable  now,  and  the  fine  big 
young  man  who  is  the  coward.  He  is 
divided  between  two  feelings — the  fear  of 
wounding  Dolores,  and  the  horror  of  not 
being  perfectly  frank  and  straightforward. 
But,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  he  re- 
solves to  tell  her  the  truth  as  tenderly  as 
possible. 

"  My  dear,"  he  says,  sitting  down  b}' 
her,  "  though  you  are  the  sweetest  and 
most  charming  little  woman  in  the  worlds 
you  cannot  be  expected,  living  in  a  place 
like  Rouen  all  your  life,  to  know  a  great 
deal  about  the  ways  of  the  world  and  so- 
ciety ;  and  so,  darling,  you  know  you  must 
be  content  to  trust  a  little  to  people  who 
do.  "When  you  are  Lady  Wentworth,  or 
people  know  you  are  about  to  be  so,  a 
great  many  of  my  friends  and  acquaint- 
ances will  want  to  know  all  about  you — 
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where  I  met  you,  how  I  came  to  be  intro- 
duced to  you — in  short,  people  are  so  in- 
quisitive, they  want  to  know  everything 
about  everybody." 

"  And  you,"  says  Dolores,  with  quick 
perception,  "will  be  ashamed  to  tell  them." 

"  Why  should  I  be  ashamed,  darling  ?" 
he  answers,  in  the  frankest,  truthfullest 
voice — "  what  have  you  given  me  cause 
for  except  to  feel  most  proud  and  grateful 
for  your  love  ?     Only " 

He  pauses,  and  a  deep  crimson  blush 
suffuses  the  girl's  whole  face.  She  tries 
to  hide  it  with  her  small  white  hands. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  cries,  ashamedly,  ''  I 
know — I  know  !  If  people  knew  how  fool- 
ishly, how  wickedly  I  had  behaved,  hoAV 
bold  and  forward  I  had  seemed,  they  would 
think  I  know  not  what.  But  you,"  she 
adds,  imploringly,  with  eyes  downcast,  and 
tremulous  mouth — ^' you  do  not  think  ill  of 
me?  Even  Philip  did  not  when  I  confess- 
ed it  to  him." 
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"  I !  my  own  darling  !  wliat  do  you  take 
me  for?"  and  lie  kisses  ber  hands  with 
some  passion  ;  "  what  could  I  feel  but  proud 
to  think  so  pure  and  sweet  a  creature 
could  care  so  much  for  me  ?  No,  dearest, 
do  not  for  one  instant  think  I  misunder- 
stand you  ;  it  is  for  your  sake  only  that  I 
would  keep  our  secret  from  the  world, 
which  is  always  harsh  and  false  in  its 
judgments." 

"Guy,"  she  says,  imploringly,  "you  have 
not  told  your  sister  ?" 

"  How  could  I  help  it,  dearest  ?"  he 
answers,  uneasily.  You  forget  my  brother 
saw  you.  But,"  he  says,  hastil}',  "you 
need  have  no  fear  of  my  sister  knowing  all, 
she  is  too  pure-minded  lierself  to  impute 
harm  to  other  women." 

"  Ah,"  says  Dolores,  with  instinctive 
jealousy,  "  I  no  longer  wish  to  see  Mrs. 
Charteris.  I  am  glad  she  has  not  come. 
And  Mary  is  coming  to-day.  I  know  she 
will  be  good  to  me,   even   though  I  have 
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behaved  witli  siicli  ingratitude  to  poor 
Philip." 

"  Is  Miss  Etherege  coming  ?"  Guy  asks, 
^'  and  does  she  know " 

"  How  should  she  know  ?  You  forget  it  is 
only  since  yesterday,  though,"she  says,  with 
a  sigh  "  it  seems  much  longer.  I  have  her 
letter  here,"  (drawing  it  from  her  pocket)  ; 
^'  she  says  her  sister  has  taken  a  wonderful 
turn  for  the  better,  and  as  her  mind  mis- 
gives her  that  she  ought  not  to  have  left 
us  all  to  ourselves  in  Paris,  she  is  coming, 
and  will  be  in  Paris  to-night." 

Guy  draws  a  long  breath  of  relief. 

"  I  am  very  glad,"  he  says  very  heartily. 
"And  Mrs.  Charteris  will  be  very  glad  too. 
She  will  come  to-morrow  and  see  Miss 
Etheregc,  I  know,  and  after  that  I  hope  all 
will  be  plain-sailing.  And  now,  darling, 
put  on  your  bonnet,  and  I  will  send  for  a 
carriage,  and  wo  will  go  out  shopping,  as 
wo  did  at  Rouen  that  day,  and  take  Mar- 
celline  with  us,  too." 
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The  cliild  sliakes  her  head  mournfully. 

"  No,  it  is  better  to  say  adieu,  and  leave 
me.  I  will  go  back  to  Eouen  with  Mary, 
and,"  she  adds,  her  voice  faltering,  "  I  shall 
ask  one  of  the  good  sisters  whom  I  know, to 
take  me  into  the  Convent." 

"  No,  my  sweet,"  answers  the  young  man, 
taking  her  in  his  arms,  "  so  dear  a  thing 
as  you  was  never  meant  to  be  buried  in  a 
living  grave.  Please  God,  you  shall  see 
the  bright  side  of  life,  and  know  what 
happiness  and  pleasure  there  is  in  the 
world.  What,  tears  again  !  Come,  I  shall 
begin  to  think  you  do  not  care  for  me." 

"  I  wish — I  wish  I  hated  you,"  says  the 
child,  almost  passionately. 

Guy  laughs. 

"I  will  not  believe  3^ou.  And  all  this 
time,"  he  says,  trying  to  divert  her  thoughts, 
''  I  have  forgotten  that  Mrs.  Charteris  is 
waiting  to  know  about  Captain  Etherege, 
and  that  I  have  not  had  my  breakfast. 
Well,"  he  adds,  taking  his  hat,  "I  shall  beback 
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in  lialf-au-liour  with  a  carriage,  and  shall 
expect  to  find  3"ou  and  Marcelline  quite 
ready.     Aic  revoir,  my  darling." 

Thus  he  goes  ;  and  after  a  few  minutes, 
Dolores,  making  up  her  mind  to  obedience, 
summons  Marcelline,  and  when  Guy 
returns  he  finds  them  both  prepared  for 
the  drive. 

"Are  you  still  as  fond  of  bon-bons  ?"  he 
says  gaily,  and  orders  the  coachman  to 
drive  to  a  confectioner's  in  the  Eue  de  la 
Paix. 

Then  he  takes  her  to  the  jeweller's,  and 
buys  her  a  half  hoop  of  diamonds  ;  and  as 
she  takes  her  glove  off  to  try  if  it  fits  her, 
she  remembers  with  a  blush  that  Philip's 
ring  is  still  there.  She  fears  Guy  will  be 
vexed,  but  he  says  very  kindly, 

"  We  must  put  that  on  the  other  hand." 
Then  he  buys  her  a  basketful  of  choice 
flowers,  and  an  inlaid  box  of  gloves.  "  We 
must  not  forget  Marcelline,"  he  says  ;  and 
tliey  stop   and  purchase  a  beautiful   lace 
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cap,  to  her  overwhelming  delight.  "  Now 
come  and  help  me  to  choose  a  present  for 
my  sister-in-law,"  says  Sir  Guy.  "  I  don't 
know  what  to  give  her — she  has  every- 
thing." 

"  These  are  beautiful  fans  !"'  says  Dolo- 
res, timidl}^  pointing  to  a  window  they 
were  passing. 

"  The  very  thing  !  What  a  clever  little 
woman  !  Ladies  can  never  have  too  many 
of  those."  And  going  in,  he  selects  a  film 
of  lace  on  carved  mother-of-pearl  sticks — a 
dainty  toy,  just  fit,  he  thinks,  for  so  ele- 
gant a  creature  as  Milly. 

After  this  he  takes  them  to  the  Palais 
Eoyal,  and  gives  them  a  sumptuous  lunch, 
and  insists  on  Marcclline  partaking  of 
everything,  although  she  is  painfully  shy 
at  eating  with  her  young  lady  and  the 
English  milord.  Guy  sees  her  difi&dencc, 
and  good-naturedly  makes  her  sit  at  au 
adjoining  table,  where  she  soon  gets  the 
better  of  her  mauvaise  honte. 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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In  the  afternoon  they  drive  in  the  Bois. 
Dolores  is  quite  happy.  She  has  forgotten 
her  doubts  about  Guy — forgotten,  too,  that 
there  is  a  man  who  has  been  kinder  to 
her  than  ever  Guy  has,  fleeing  away  from 
sight  and  hearing  of  her,  as  fast  as  steam 
can  take  him,  but  carrying  with  him,  as 
he  will  for  many  a  long  day,  bitter  memory 
and  regret  of  her. 

Guy,  too,  has  forgotten  him.  He  is 
well  pleased  that  the  charming  little  figure 
beside  him  is  to  be  his  own  property. 
What  a  sweet  little  "my  lady"  she  will  make ! 
He  is  agreeably  conscious,  too,  that  she 
attracts  a  good  deal  of  attention  from 
both  sexes,  although  her  toilette  is  of  the 
very  simplest.  It  pleases  him  to  think 
how  he  will  make  Milly  take  her  to  all  the 
best  places,  and  have  her  equipped  as 
sumptuously  as  a  little  duchess  ;  and  then, 
remembering  that  this  ^ill  not  accord  with 
his  sister-in-law's  plans,  he  frowns  a  vexed 
frown. 
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'^  Why  can't  one  be  liappy  one's  own 
way  ?  What  a  cursed  nuisance  society  is  !" 
lie  groans  to  himself.  But,  after  all,  the 
impediments  in  the  way  make  him  prize 
his  little  fiancee  more. 

The  happy  day  is  over.  Dolores  is  back 
in  her  room  at  the  hotel,  and  Guy  is  taking 
leave  of  her. 

"  I  wish  you  would  stay  with  me,"  she 
says,  wistfully.  "  In  two  hours  Mary  will 
be  here,  and  oh  !  what  shall  I  say  to  her  ?" 

"Say?"   replies    Guy,    cheerily — "say? 

"Why,  say "   but  here    he  pauses,  not 

finding  it  altogether  easy  to  make  a  sug- 
gestion. 

The  girl  looks  inquiringly  at  him.  Guy 
clasps  his  hands  round  the  handle  of  his 
umbrella,  from  which  he  is  as  loth  to  part 
as  most  men,  and  looks  hard  at  it,  as  if 
some  happy  inspiration  might  come  from 
contemplation  of  it. 

"  It  is  awkward,"  he  confesses  presently, 
rather  gloomily. 
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"  Don't  you  tliink,"  says  Dolores,  laying 
a  timid  hand,  on  Ms  arm — "  don't  you  tliink 
you  might  tell  her  ?" 

"  I !"  rising  hurriedly — "  T,  my  dear  little 
girl ! — impossible  !" 

His  mind  conjures  up  a  she-dragon. 
Captain  Etherege's  sister  will  probabl}^  be 
a  hard,  angular  old  maid,  who  would  take 
a  pleasure  in  saying  things  very  unpleasant 
for  him  to  hear,  and  rather  difficult  to 
reply  to.  But,  such  being  the  case,  is  it 
fair  to  leave  Dolores  to  her  tender  mercies  ? 

*'Tell  me,"  he  asks,  hesitatingly, — "is 
she  very  severe  and  awful,  this  Miss 
Etherege?"  And  his  face  unconsciously 
elongates,  until  Dolores  cannot  help 
smiling. 

"  Oh,  no,  no,"  she  answers  ;  "how  could 
3^ou  think  so  ?  She  is  so  good — so  good  ; 
I  am  (juitc  sure  she  never  said  an  angr}'- 
word  to  anyone  in  her  life.  That  makes  it 
worse — she  will  be  so  grieved.  But  I 
shall   tell  her  he  was  not  very  unhappy. 
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He  was  not — was  lie  ?"  she  asks,  lookinof 
anxiously  at  Guy, — "  or  he  would  not  have 
given  me  up  so  easily." 

"People  have  such  different  ways  of 
showing  their  feelings,"  he  answers,  wnth  a 
slight  shrug.  "  I  don't  think,  under  the 
circumstances,  /  should " 

But  here  he  pauses,  and  the  colour  deep- 
ens in  the  girl's  cheek. 

"  AYell,  dearest,"  he  concludes,  hastily, 
"  I  must  run  away  now ;  and  you  will 
write  me  a  little  line  to-night,  and  tell  me 
how  the  interview  went  off,  and  whether 
my  sister  may  call  in  the  morning  and  see 
Miss  Etherege.  Of  course,"  he  adds, 
with  some  warmth,  "  if  she  gets  angry, 
and  makes  a  scene,  we  must  take  you 
away  at  once.  I  won't  have  my  little  pet 
bullied." 

*'Ali!"  she  says,  sighing,  "there  is  no 
fear  of  that." 

"  Well,  good-bye,  my  darling.  I  am 
glad  you  say  you  have  had  a  pleasant  day ; 
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we  will  liave  mari}^  mucli  pleasanter  ones, 
please  God,  when  we  get  through  all  these 
confounded  proprieties." 

She  lays  her  hand  lingeringly  on  his 
sleeve,  her  eyes  hang  upon  his  face  wist- 
fully. A  less  vain  man  than  Guy  might 
have  been  pardoned  for  saying  in  his  heart, 
*'  How  she  loves  me  !"  The  thought  comes 
suddenly  and  grievously  across  him — "  Oh  ! 
to  be  loved  like  that  by  the  right  woman  !" 
And  then,  smitten  with  self-reproach  for 
the  involuntary  infidelity,  he  stoops  and 
kisses  her  very  tenderly.  An  intuitive 
perception  seems  to  come  across  her,  for, 
fond  though  the  caress  is,  a  pang  of  disap- 
pointment shoots  through  her  heart. 

"Good-bye,"  she  says;  and  there  are 
tears  in  her  eyes. 

"Good-bye,  my  darhng;  do  not  forget 
to  write  to  mo  to-night.  All  will  be  well 
soon."  And,  with  a  cheery  smile  and  nod, 
he  is  gone. 
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GUY     AND     ADEIAN. 

TT  is  all  over — tlie  story  is  told — with. 
-■--  hesitations,  with  tears,  with  pitiful 
little  excuses;  and  it  is  heard  patiently 
and  painfully  by  the  compassionate  sister. 
She  does  not  blame  the  child,  whose  story 
she  knows,  and  in  her  heart  of  hearts  she 
had  never  thought  the  marriage  quite  a 
suitable  one ;  but  even  she,  who  has  so 
firm  a  faith  in  an  all- wise  Providence,  can- 
not but  wonder  why  all  these  cruel  blows 
should  be  dealt  on  Philip,  who  never  in  his 
life,  to  her  knowledge,  had  caused  suffer- 
ing to  any  human  being. 
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"  But  oil !  Maiy,"  pleads  the  girl  wist- 
fully, "do  you  knoWj  I  cannot  think,  after 
all,  he  is  very  sorry  to  give  me  up,  or  he 
would  not  have  done  it  so  easily  and  gone 
away.     He  did  not  seem  very  sorry." 

Mary  is  silent.  Full  well  she  guesses 
how  keen  the  pain  had  been  that  concealed 
itself  behind  the  cold,  self-contained  man- 
ner that  Dolores  could  not  comprehend. 

''Tell  me,"  she  says,  after  a  slight  pause, 
'*  what  are  your  plans  for  the  future?  Are 
you  going  to  be  married  at  once  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  Dolores  answers, 
reddening.  "  Sir  Guy  thinks — his  sister 
thinks " 

"His  sister?"  Mary  says,  interroga- 
tively. 

"  Not  his  own  sister — he  has  none — his 
brother's  wife." 

"  Is  she  in  Paris  ?" 

"Yes;  and  she  would  like,"  Dolores 
says,  hesitatingly — "would  like  to  see  you 
and  talk  to  you  about — oh  !  Mary,  would 
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jou  mind  very  much  ?"  slie  acids,  plead- 
ingly. 

Mary  Etherege  is  silent.  She  is  a  good 
woman  in  the  real  sense  of  the  word — 
kind,  tender-hearted,  charitable  ;  but  it  is 
asking  a  good  deal  to  expect  her  to  enter 
into  arrano^ements  for  the  marriao^e  of  the 
girl  so  lately  betrothed  to  her  brother,  with 
another  man. 

"  I  know  it  seems  a  strange,  unnatural 
thing  to  ask  you,"  Dolores  pleads  humbly ; 
"but,  oh!  Mary,  I  do  so  dread  to  meet 
Mrs.  Charteris." 

"You  have  not  seen  her  yet,  then?" 

"Yes,  I  have  seen  her — that  day  in  the 
Louvre.  She  was  very  kind ;  but — but  I 
do  not  know  why,  somehow  I  feel  afraid 
of  her.  If  only  3"ou  would  see  her  first, 
Mary !"  And  Dolores  takes  her  friend's 
hand  and  kisses  it,  in  her  pretty,  impulsive 
way. 

Many  thoughts  crowd  into  Mary's  mind ; 
but  with  her  duty,  once  she  recognises  it, 
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always  takes  the  pre-eminence.  And  liere, 
slie  tells  herself,  is  this  child,  motherless, 
friendless,  placed  in  so  strange  a  position, 
without  anyone  to  advise  her ;  and  must 
she  not  banish  her  own  private  feelings, 
and  do  what  she  can  to  secure  her  happi- 
ness in  the  future  ?  She  knows  nothing  of 
Sir  Guy — in  her  secret  heart  she  does  not 
think  well  of  him,  and  it  occurs  to  her  that 
the  relations  of  a  man  in  his  position  can 
hardly  look  with  much  favour  on  his  mar- 
riage with  a  girl  whose  antecedents  are 
unknown  even  to  herself.  And  she  thinks 
sadly  how  the  girl  is  plunging  with  such 
happy  confidence  into  the  open  sea,  all 
unaware  of  the  reefs  and  shoals  lying  thick 
under  the  fair  water.  She  sighs — this  time 
it  is  for  the  girl's  sake. 

"  Mary,"  whispers  Dolores,  still  caressing 
the  hand  she  holds. 

"Yes,  I  will  see  her,"  answers  Miss 
Etherege,  sadly. 

"  Oh  !  thanks,   dear,   dear  Mary  !"  cries 
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tlie  cliild,  flinging  her  arms  round  licr 
friend's  neck;  "then  I  may  winte  and  tell 
him?" 

How  selfish  the  young  are!  Mary 
Etherege  might  have  made  this  reflection, 
but  she  does  not.  In  her  kind  heart  there 
is  always  an  ample  fund  of  allowance  for 
human  weaknesses,  and  for  those  of  the 
young  especially.  "  There  is  so  much 
suffering  and  disappointment  in  the  very 
happiest,  brightest  lot,"  she  is  wont  to  say  ; 
and  we  make  so  much  more  sorrow  than 
need  be  for  each  other  by  want  of  sympathy 
and  kindness." 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  you  may  write ;  and 
now,  as  T  am  very  tired,  I  will  say  good 
night." 

"Good  night,  dear,  kind  Mary.  Oh! 
how  good  you  are  to  me ;  and,"  she  adds, 
with  a  sudden  burst  of  contrition,  "  I  have 
been  so  ungrateful." 

"  At  least,  you  did  not  mean  it,"  Mary 
answers,  kindly,  kissing  her. 
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Dolores  sits  down  to  pen  lier  note  to 
Guy.  She  is  too  shy  to  write  the  name 
without  its  prefix,  though  she  feels  it  looks 
stiff  and  cold.  It  takes  her  a  long  time 
and  a  good  deal  of  paper  to  write  her  little 
-effusion,  and  after  all  it  is  a  somewhat  shy, 
awkward  production.  Then  she  is  per- 
plexed how  to  direct  the  envelope,  and  has 
half  a  mind  to  go  to  Mary  Etherege  for 
instruction  ;  but  ultimately  decides  not  to 
disturb  her,  and  sends  it  off  as  she  thinks 
right,  though  with  secret  misgivings. 

Guy  smiles  as  he  reads  the  note. 

"Dear  little  girl,"  he  thinks,  "I  must 
get  Milly  to  give  her  a  lesson  in  writing 
charmino;  little  notes." 

Unconsciously  almost,  but  with  the  tact 
that  characterises  ma?ikmd,  he  is  always 
saying  to  himself,  "  Milly  must  tell  her 
this;  Milly  must  show  her  that."  A  woman 
is  always  so  pleased  and  ready  to  take  hints 
from  another  whom  she  suspects  of  occu- 
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pying  a  prominent  position  in  lier  lover's 
heart ! 

Milly  is  not  pleased  with  the  task  tliat 
awaits  her  on  the  morrow.  Nevertheless 
she  has  given  her  word,  and  will  not  go 
back  from  it.  She  knows  Guy  is  throwing 
himself  away  hopelessly ;  he  does  not  care 
for  the  girl — not  really  care  for  her.  To- 
night Guy  has  dined  tete-a-tete  with  her,  and 
taken  her  to  the  theatre,  for  Adrian  is 
ao^ain  dininor  with  his  friend  Vansittart — 
they  are  to  have  a  little  ecarte  afterwards. 
He  has  not  been  the  least  distrait,  docs  not 
appear  much  inclined  to  speak  of  his  love 
or  future,  and  indeed  has  only  seemed  to 
have  one  care — how  to  please  and  amuse 
her,  and  distract  her  from  thinking^  of 
Adrian's  absence. 

In  coming  out  of  the  door  of  the  theatre 
a  man  had  pushed  against  her,  and  Guy, 
ordinarily  so  quiet,  had  seized  him  by  the 
collar,  and  swung  him  into  the  street  with 
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a  fuiy  quite  disproportionate  to  tlie  offence. 
Sometimes  when  slie  spoke  to  him  he 
would  turn  to  her  with  ejes  so  expressive 
of  his  feelings  that  she  would  look  away 
sharply,  half  vexed,  half  embarrassed. 

*'How  that  man  loves  me!"  she  could 
not  help  saying  to  herself,  quite  dispassion- 
ately and  sorrowfully.  "Why  did  I  not 
care  for  him  instead  of  Adrian  ?"  And 
yet  she  would  not,  dared  not  admit  to  her- 
self that  Adrian  did  not  love  her  too — it 
would  have  broken  her  heart. 

There  were  a  few  warm  words  spoken 
between  the  brothers  that  night.  Milly 
had  gone  to  bed,  and  Guy  was  in  the  sitting- 
room  alone  when  Adrian  came  in.  He 
flung  himself  in  a  chair,  lighted  another 
cigar,  and  proceeded  to  discuss  the  events 
of  the  evening. 

"Just  like  my  infernal  luck!"  ho  said, 
nonchalantly.  "  I  dropped  thirty  pounds. 
Just  the  sum  I  promised  Milly  for  her 
dressmaker,  or  milliucr,  or  some  confound- 
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ed  bill,  to-morrow.  How  cursed  extrava- 
gant women  are !" 

Guy  began  to  get  a  little  angry. 

"  I  fancy  there  is  more  satisfaction  to  be 
got  out  of  paying  thirty  pounds  for  a  dress 
for  an  elegant  woman  than  flinging  it  away 
for  half  an  hour's  excitement." 

"  C^est  selon  /"  answered  Adrian,  with  a 
shrug.  "  When  you've  been  married  a  few 
months  you  won't  have  the  remotest  idea 
of  how  your  wife  dresses,  until  you  have  to 
pay  the  bills." 

"  My  good  fellow,"  said  Guy,  with  some 
heat,  "  it's  all  very  well  for  you  to  waive 
the  fact  so  delicately,  but  I  think  you  might 
remember,  when  you  talk  so  largely  about 
your  wife's  bills,  that  it's  her  own  money 
you  condescend  to  pay  them  with." 

"  Oh !  no,  it  isn't,"  answered  Adrian, 
lazily  ;  "it's  mine  now.  She  laid  it  out  on 
my  purchase  ;  and,  upon  my  soul,  I  think 
she  has  the  best  of  the  bargain  !" 

"  I    daresay    you    do,"    retorted    Guy, 
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grimly.  "  I  suppose  you  liave  something 
to  recommend  you — women  seem  to  think 
so,  at  least ;  but,  by  God  !"  he  adds,  pas- 
sionately, "it  is  not  your  manliness  or 
delicacy  of  feeling,  or  you  would  treat 
such  a  woman  as  you  have  the  lionour  to 
possess  a  little  differently  from  the  way 
you  do." 

"  Ah,  yes,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied 
Adrian,  languidly.  "'  I  know  you're  in 
love  with  my  wife — any  child  can  see  that 
— but  it's  quite  lost  on  her.  I  wish  she 
had  liked  you  better  than  me.  I  hate 
being  married ;  but  somehow,"  he  adds, 
getting  up  and  looking  at  himself  in  the 
glass  first,  and  then  at  Guy — "  I  don't 
know  how  the  deuce  it  is — women  always 
did  like  me  better  than  you,  in  spite  of 
your  title  and  your  money." 

To  which  Guy  answered  by  a  savage 
anathema;  but  all  the  same,  before  they 
parted  for  the  night,  he  had  given  his  bro- 
ther a  cheque  for  thirty  pounds,  and  re- 
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quested  him  as  a  personal  favour  not  to 
mention  his  loss  at  ecarte  to  Milly.  Adrian 
was  quite  happy  to  comply  with  this  wish, 
and  the  next  morning  gave  his  wife  the 
money  with  a  charming  grace,  and  received 
in  return  a  loving  kiss,  and  as  many  thanks 
as  though  the  money  had  not  been  her 
own  ;  for  Milly  had  a  very  delicate  mind. 

The  meeting  between  Mrs.  Charteris  and 
Mary  Etherege  has  been  convened,  and 
Milly  goes  to  it  feeling  anything  but  at 
her  ease.  She  expects  to  be  met  with  icy 
coldness  ;  it  is  quite  probable,  indeed,  that 
Miss  Etherege  will  utterly  decline  to  enter 
into  her  plans — in  any  case,  the  interview 
can  but  be  painful  to  both.  She  summons 
up  all  her  tact  as  she  ascends  the  stairs, 
and  is  ushered  by  a  waiter  into  the  sittings 
room.  A  middle-aged  woman  is  sitting 
there  alone ;  as  the  door  opens,  she  rises 
and  comes  forward  with  an  outstretched 
hand.  Before  that  kind  face  all  Milly's 
doubts   vanish ;    she    takes   the    proft'ercd 
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liand  eagerly,  and  in  a  moment,  tlirougli 
that  strange  law  of  sympathy  so  impossible 
to  account  for,  the  two  women  are  friends. 

For  a  long  time  they  remain  together  in 
earnest  conversation,  and  when  Milly 
leaves  the  hotel,  she  feels  far  more  satis- 
fied with  the  aspect  of  affairs  than  when 
she  entered  it.  Matters  might  have  been 
worse — how  many  men  of  position  and 
title  in  these  latter  days  have  made  de- 
grading marriages  ! — and  if,  after  all,  there 
was  a  mystery  connected  with  Dolores* 
birth,  the  letter  written  by  her  mother  on 
the  eve  of  entering  into  another  world  left 
no  doubt  that  she  was  well  born.  Miss 
Etherege  had  spoken  warmly  of  her  amia- 
bility and  sweetness  of  disposition,  and 
pronounced  her  sufficiently  accomplished 
not  to  appear  deficient  in  the  position  she 
was  about  to  fill.  So,  when  she  meets 
Guy,  Milly  is  able  to  say  to  him,  with  an 
encouraging  smile, 

*'  A  little  patience,  and  all  will  be  well." 
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"  A  tliousand  thanks,  Milly !"  lie  answers 
■warmly.  "Well,  was  the  sister  an  awful 
drasron  ?" 

"  Dragon  ? — no.  One  of  the  kindest, 
best  women  I  ever  met.  Under  the  cir- 
cumstances, it  seems  quite  wonderful  to 
me  that  she  could  have  behaved  as  she  did. 
And  as  for  Captain  Etherege,  he  has  acted 
nobly.  Ah,  Guy,  you  thought  he  was 
making  a  very  small  sacrifice  in  giving  up 
this  girl  to  you ;  but  /  hiow"  she  adds, 
very  earnestly,  "  that  it  has  almost  broken 
his  heart." 

"  Men's  hearts  are  pretty  tough,"  answers 
Guy,  grimly ;  *'  and  they  need  well  be,  to 
have  to  deal  with  your  sex." 

"  Guy  !"  she  exclaims,  in  a  startled  voice, 
"  that  is  not  like  you  !  Surely  you  arc  not 
going  to  take  to  the  fashionable  man's  jar- 
gon of  the  day,  and  speak  ill  of  women  ?" 

''  No,  indeed,  Milly,  I  am  not.  I  was  a 
fool  to  say  what  I  did ;  and  no  one  has  a 
greater  contempt  than  I  have  for  men  who 
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make  it  their  business  to  go  about  abusing 
women,  and  speaking  disrespectfully  of 
them.  I  am  quite  sure  a  man  who  ever 
loved,  and  lias  been  loved  by  a  good  wo- 
man, would  never  say  anything  but  what 
was  kind  and  generous  of  them.  In  nine 
cases  out  of  ten  the  men  who  abuse  wo- 
men could  not  get  the  woman  they  wanted, 
and  consider  themselves  ill-treated  because 
she  thought  some  one  else  worthier  to  be 
preferred  to  him.  No ;  please  God,  I  hope 
I  shall  never  get  into  that  hateful,  unmanly 
habit ;  and  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you 
for  pulling  me  up." 

"  Well,"  she  answers,  smiling,  "you  will 
have  no  cause  to  be  bitter,  for  you  are 
going  to  marry  a  very  pretty  girl,  who  is 
devoted  to  you,  and  of  whom  I  hear  every- 
thing that  is  charming." 

"  Poor  little  girl !"  he  murmurs,  with  a 
sigh.  "  I  only  hope  she  Avon't  be  disap- 
pointed in  me.  I  can't  think  why  she 
should  have  taken  it  into  her  foolish  little 
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head  to  think  so  much  about  me ;  only  I 
suppose  I  was  almost  the  first  Englishman 
she  ever  saw,  and,  being  English  herself, 
she  naturally  thought  more  of  me.  By 
Jove  !"  he  exclaims,  angrily,  "  I  wish  I 
could  discover  that  scoundrel  of  a  father  of 
hers,  and  make  him  acknowledge  her  !  I 
would  give  five  thousand  pounds  down  this 
minute  for  a  good  clue.  It  must  have  been 
true  what  the  mother  wrote,  must  it  not  ? 
She  would  not  have  written  a  lie  on  the 
verge  of  the  grave  ?" 

"  Impossible  !  and  there  seems  no  doubt 
Mrs.  Power  was  herself  a  lady — I  have  my 
own  theory  on  the  subject.  I  was  thinking 
of  it  all  the  way  home." 

"  And  what  is  it  ?"  asks  Guy,  eagerly. 

"  I  think  Miss  Power's  father  must  have 
been  heir  to  some  bigh  position,  and  that, 
for  some  reason  or  other,  when  he  married 
her  mother,  he  was  not  able  to  acknowledge 
her  publicly.  Afterwards,  perhaps,  he 
tired  of  her,  or  had  a  chance  of  making  a 
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good  marriage,  and  counting  on  her  devo- 
tion to  him,  threw  himself  on  her  mercy 
not  to  divulge  the  marriage." 

"A  pretty  blackguard  he  must  have 
been  !"  interrupts  Guy,  hotly. 

"  Remember,  this  is  pure  surmise  on  my 
part." 

"  I  can't  believe  any  woman  would  have 
consented  to  such  infamous  treatment," 
continues  Guy.  "  And  if  she  were  the 
rightful  wife  of  a  man  in  his  position,  and 
could  prove  it,  is  it  likely  she  would  go 
away  and  shut  herself  up  in  a  place  like 
Rouen,  and  live  on  a  miserable  pittance  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"Milly  says,  thoughtfully. 
"If  a  woman  loves  a  man  with  all  her 
heart,  I  think  there  is  very  little  she  will 
not  sacrifice  for  him,  if  he  only  knows  how 
to  appeal  to  her.  Perhaps  he  concealed 
his  second  marriage  from  her  ;  perhaps,  by 
the  time  she  knew  it,  he  liad  other  child- 
ren—a son  perhaps  ;  but,"  she  adds,  break- 
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ing  off,  "  one  may  conjecture  ten  thousand 
things,  and  none  of  them  be  right ;  only  I 
think  one  is  bound  to  beheve  her  letter, 
and  that  seems  to  point  towards  my  con- 
clusion." 

**  Yes,  I  believe  you  are  not  far  from 
the  truth  ;  but,"  Guy  adds,  impatiently,  "if 
one  could  only  prove  it !" 

"  I  doubt  you  ever  will.  Such  care  seems 
to  have  been  taken  to  hide  every  trace  of 
identity.  I  suppose,  too,  she  must  have 
destroyed  her  marriage  certificate,  so  that 
even  if  one  gained  a  clue  to  the  husband, 
which  is  very  improbable,  it  might  l3e  im- 
possible to  prove  the  marriage,  which  per- 
haps took  place  abroad;  and  don't  you 
think,  Guy,  that  it  is  perhaps  as  well  to 
rest  certain  in  our  own  minds  that  Do- 
lores' antecedents  were  all  that  we  can 
wish,  than " 

"  Yes,  I  understand,"  interrupts  Guy,  im- 
patiently.    "  Well,  it  seems  as  if  wc  must 
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rest  satisfied  witli  what  we  know,  for  there 
appears  little  chance  of  our  ever  learninP" 
anything  more." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

WHAT  DOLOIiES  DISCOVEKS. 

nnHEY  Lave  all  dined  at  tlie  tahJe-cThote  of 
-^  the  Grand  Hotel — Sir  Gu}^,  Captain 
and  Mrs.  Charteris,  Dolores,  and  Miss 
Etherege — nay,  Milly  lias  even  thought  it 
expedient  to  ask  Mr.  Yansittart  to  be 
of  the  party,  as  a  future  witness,  should 
one  be  needed.  Dinner  is  over,  Dolores 
and  her  friend  have  been  duly  presented  to 
Captain  and  Mrs.  Charteris,  and  they  are 
all  sitting  together  in  the  courtyard  of  the 
hotel,  drinking  their  coffee.  It  is  a  bright 
warm  Spring  evening — early  Spring,  to  be 
sure,  but  still  Spring,  for  it  is  the  middle 
of  April,  and  tlie  last  few  days  have  been 
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as  hot  as  June.  Milly  is  talking  confi- 
dentially to  Miss  Etlierege,  Guy  to  Dolores ; 
while  Adrian  and  Mr.  Vansittart  are  en- 
gaged in  a  discussion  on  dinners.  This 
does  not  hinder  either  of  them  from  cast- 
ing occasional  glances  at  Dolores — Adrian 
from  admiration,  strongly  impregnated  with 
curiosity ;  his  friend  from  unmixed  admi- 
ration. 

"  What  an  awfully  pretty  little  girl !"'  he 
whispers.  "  I  don't  know  when  I've  seen 
such  a  lovely  little  face ;  and  yet  she  seems 
to  remind  me  of  somebody.     Who  is  she  ?" 

''  My  dear  fellow,  I  am  as  much  in  the 
dark  as  yourself,"  returns  Adrian.  "An 
old  acquaintance  of  Guy's,  evidently.  I 
think  he's  in  luck." 

"  I  think  so  too ;  and  but  that  appear- 
ances are  deceitful,  I  should  say  the  little 
beauty  is  decidedly  epris  with  Master  Guy. 
I  wonder  whether  I  could  make  any  im- 
pression on  the  old  woman,  mother,  aunt, 
duenna,    or   wliatcver   she   may   be.     She 
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looks  like  a  lady,  though  she  isn't  hand- 
some." 

"  Bet  you  five  pounds  to  two  she  snubs 
you !"  whispers  Adrian,  laughing.  "  I 
don't  know  how  it  is,  Van,  but  dowagers 
seem  to  have  a  natural  mistrust  of  you." 

"  Not  till  they  find  out  that  I  have  no 
money,"  he  retorts,  with  a  shrug;  "and 
indeed,  as  you  know,  my  dear  fellow,  my 
only  vice — in  fact,  the  only  vice  a  man  can 
have  in  a  woman's  eyes — is  poverty.  But  I 
take  your  bet  all  the  same."  And  waiting  for 
a  convenient  opportunity,  Mr.  Yansittart 
delicately  introduces  himself  into  the  con- 
versation that  Milly  and  Miss  Etherege  are 
engaged  in.  But  from  that  moment  Mary 
drops  quietly  out  of  it,  although  Jack  Yan- 
sittart appeals  frequently  to  her,  and  only 
answers  by  monosyllables  to  his  polite 
questions  and  remarks. 

Meanwhile  Captain  Charteris  has  joined 
his  brother  and  Dolores.  At  first,  when 
Adrian    speaks   to   her,    she   blushes   and 
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trembles,  but  there  is  no  man  living  wbo 
has  more  tact  wlien  be  chooses,  or  possesses 
the  art  of  pleasing  more  perfectly  than 
Captain  Charteris.  So  in  a  very  short 
time  she  is  quite  at  home  with  him,  and 
feels  sure,  in  her  own  mind,  that  he  does 
not  remember  her.  Guy  sits  for  a  few 
moments  watching  the  two,  thinking  a 
little  bitterly — "  I  suppose  he  wants  to  cut 
me  out  there  too.  Well,  he  is  Sb  good-look- 
ing fellow — there  can  be  no  two  opinions 
about  that ;  but  I  think  women  must  be  a 
little  shallow,  to  be  won  over  so  easily  by  a 
handsome  face  and  pleasant  manner." 

Dolores  is  looking  quite  bright  and 
pleased,  and  Guy  turns  somewhat  abruptly, 
and  joins  Jack  Yansittart,  who  is  languish- 
ing out  of  the  conversation  with  the  two 
other  ladies,  and  casting  somewhat  envious 
glances  at  Adrian. 

"  That's  a  sweet  pretty  little  creature, 
your  friend !"  he  whispers,  as  Guy  drops 
into    the    chair  next   him.       "I  say,  Guy, 
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what  a  deuced  good-looking  fellow  that 
brother  of  yours  is  ! — and  how  all  the 
women  seem  to  take  to  him  at  once. 
What  beats  me  is,  that  he  seems  to  treat  it 
all  as  coolly  as  possible,  as  if  it  were  his 
due.  I  don't  believe  he  was  ever  in  love  in 
his  life." 

"  Hush  !"  says  Guy,  softly,  looking  to- 
wards Milly. 

"  Oh  !  of  course  no  man  ever  is  in  love 
with  his  wife  ;  but  if  he  isn't,  she  has  had 
plenty  who  were." 

"  I  hope  I  shall  be  in  love  with  mine," 
answers  Guy,  a  little  stiffly,  not  noticing 
the  latter  part  of  the  sentence. 

"  I  should  think  you're  too  good  a  judge 
to  get  married,  my  boy — at  least,  for  ten 
years.  Not  but  what  that  little  fairy  oppo- 
site would  make  a  very  lovely  Lady  Went- 
worth.     Who  is  she,  by  the  way  ?" 

Guy  has  known  Jack  Vansittart  too  long 
to  be  offended  by  his  familiarity,  but  it 
does  not  please  him  just  at  present.     So 
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lie  answers  huffily,  and  not  very  judiciously, 

"  If  you  want  her  whole  family  history, 
I  am  afraid  I  cannot  give  it  you,  but  her 
name  is  Power,  and — I  am  going  to  marry 
her,  at  your  service  !"  he  is  about  to  add, 
when  he  recollects  himself,  and  stops, 
colouring  a  little. 

"Don't  be  angry,  my  dear  boy.  You 
know  I  always  was  a  deuced  inquisitive 
fellow ;  but  her  face  puzzles  me — I  am  sure 
I've  seen  it  before." 

"  In  a  picture,  perhaps  ?"  suggests  Guy. 
*'  Does  she  remind  you  of  '  La  Cruche 
Cassee'?" 

"  That's  it— that's  it !"  cries  Jack,  tri- 
umphantly;  "now  I've  got  it.  I  hate  to 
be  puzzled  about  anything ;  but,"  he  con- 
tinues, energetically,  "  this  one  will  give 
the  picture  stones  and  beat  her.  "Well, 
but  where  does  she  live  ? — tell  me  all 
about  her.  'Pon  my  life,  Guy,  this  is  not 
curiosity ;  I'm  tremendously  interested. 
Tried  to  make  up  to  the  old  lady  just  now, 
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but  slie  wouldn't  have  it  at  any  price,  con- 
found lier  !  so  I  have  lost  two  sovereigns 
to  Adrian.  He  said  she  wouldn't,  but  how 
the  deuce  could  she  know  I  hadn't  any 
money  ?" — For  Jack  will  never  depart  from 
his  theory  that  nothing  but  poverty  can 
ever  cause  him  to  meet  with  a  rebuff  from 
a  woman. — "  I  suppose  she's  the  mamma  ?" 

"  No,"  Guy  answers,  —  "  no  relation. 
Miss  Power's  mother  died  in  Rouen  last 
year,  and  she  has  lived  with  Miss  Etherege 
ever  since." 

"  Rouen  !"  cries  Jack,  pricking  up  his 
ears, — "  Rouen  !  Now  w^hat  the  deuce 
have  I  heard  about  you  in  connection  with 
Rouen  ?     Did  Miss  Power  live  there  ?" 

"Yes,"  he  answers,  crimsoning  with 
anger  ;  "  but " 

"  Ah  yes,  I  know,"  (interrupting  him) — 
"  I  remember,  Master  Guy.  A  pretty 
story  I  heard  about  you  and  Rouen  last 
season ! — but  this  little  lady  had  no- 
thing to  do  with  it,  so  you  needn't  look  so 
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furious.  No,  no,  quite  anotlier  affair," 
he  continues,  cliuckling  to  liimself ;  "  some 
little  Normandy  peasant — ha !  ha !" 

Happily  for  Guy,  at  this  juncture  the 
waiter  comes  with  the  bill,  and  the  conver- 
sation, which  had  been  fast  becoming  un- 
bearable, receives  a  check.  But  presently 
Jack  returns  to  it,  though,  happily,  not  at 
the  point  where  he  left  it. 

"  Did  I  hear  the  name  of  Etherege  ?"  he 
asks. 

"  Yes  ;  that  lady  is  Miss  Etherege." 

"  Any  relation  to  Etherege  who  was  in 
the  — th  ?" 

"  Sister,  I  believe." 

"  Ah !  my  eldest  brother  was  in  the 
same  regiment;  they  were  great  chums. 
Capital  good  fellow  Etherge  was,  until  that 
infernal  woman  sent  him  to  the  deuce. 
Why  do  all  the  good  fellows  get  sent  to 
the  deuce  by  women,  I  wonder  ?  I  was, 
I  know,"  ho  adds,  naively.  "  By-the-way, 
I    saw   her   at   Monaco   last   Winter;   she 
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seemed  rather  by  way  of  being  prosperous. 
I  sliould  like  to  know  what  has  become  of 
him,  poor  old  chap  !" 

''  Hush  !"  says  Guy,  uneasily  ;  "  she  will 
hear  you."  And,  fortunately,  at  this  mo- 
ment Milly  rises,  and  thinks  it  is  time  to 
be  going. 

"  What  shall  we  do  ?"  she  says.  "  It  is 
not  nine  yet.  I  think,  as  it  is  so  fine  and 
warm,  a  drive  along  the  Boulevards  would 
be  very  pleasant,  if,"  she  adds,  reflectively, 
"  we  could  only  get  a  decent  carriage." 

"  I  ordered  one  to  be  here  at  nine,"  Guy 
answers  ;  "  it  wants  five  minutes  to  it  now," 
looking  at  his  watch. 

"  You  will  come,  too,  I  hope  ?"  Milly 
says,  turning  to  Miss  Etherege, — "  you 
and  Miss  Power." 

"  Thank  you,    I   think   not,"  Mary  an- 
swers ;  but,  seeing  Dolores's  face  fall,  adds 
— "  But  perhaps  you  will  let  Dolores  ac- 
company you  ? — I  see  she  would  like  it." 
"  By  all  means,  and  wo  will  drop  you 
VOL.  II.  s 
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first  at  your  liotel.  Adrian,  shall  we  pick 
you  up  afterwards  ?"  she  asks,  rather  ig- 
noring Yansittart,  whom  she  does  not  par- 
ticularly like. 

"  Oh  no,  Van  and  I  will  get  a  Jiacre  and 
smoke  a  cheerful  weed.  Guy,  I  know,  will 
sacrifice  anything  for  the  sake  of  ladies  ;" 
and  with  rather  a  mocking  smile,  he  puts 
them  into  the  carriage  which  has  just 
driven  up,  and  bending  forward  to  Dolores 
with  his  most  charming  manner,  hopes 
they  will  meet  again  very  shortly. 

It  is  quite  right  of  him  to  say  this,  of 
course ;  but  Milly  cannot  help  feeling  a 
twinge  of  jealousy — already  she  hardly 
likes  the  idea  that  this  girl  is  to  be  an  in- 
mate of  her  house  ;  but  she  tries  hard  to 
check  the  inhospitable  thought.  Later  on, 
when  Dolores  too  has  been  taken  home, 
she  and  Guy  compare  notes  about  the 
evening,  and  agree  that  it  has  been  a  per- 
fect success. 

"  Although  that  follow  Yansittart  kept 
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me  on  tenter-hooks  half  the  time  with  his 
blundering  questions,"  Guy  says.  "  I  was 
on  the  point  of  letting  out  the  whole  thing. 
You  see,  Milly,"  apologetically,  "I'm  a 
stupid  straightforward  sort  of  fellow,  and 
I'm  not  very  good  at — at " 

"  Deception,"  she  adds,  laughing,  "  and  I, 
being  a  woman,  of  course  am, — is  that  it, 
Guy?" 

"  Oh,  Milly,"  reproachfully,  "  you  know 
I  do  not  think  so ;  and  besides,"  tenderly, 
"is  it  not  all  for  my  sake ?" 

"  Well,  I  am  very  glad  that  horrid  Mr. 
Yansittart  came,  because  he  is  a  regular 
gossip,  and  will  spread  the  whole  story  of 
the  meeting  over  London  this  season, 
which  will  save  us  a  great  deal  of  trouble. 
And  to-night,  you  know,  Guy,  you  must 
speak  to  Stevens." 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  wearily.  "  Oh,  how  glad 
I  shall  be  when  all  this  is  over !  Good 
night,  Milly ;  thank  you  a  thousand  times, 

s2 
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and,"  anxiously,  "  I  liope  you  have  not  tired 
yourself." 

"  Stevens,"  lie  says,  later  in  the  evening. 
"  Stevens,"  very  abruptly. 

"Yes,  Sir  Guy." 

"  You — you  remember  Miss  Power — at 
Rouen,  you  know." 

"  Yes,  Sir  Guy,"  imperturbably. 

"  You  will  probably  see  her  to-morrow — 
with  Mrs.  Charteris,"  pausing. 

"  Yes,  Sir  Guy." 

*'  And — and — Stevens  ?"  turning  sud- 
denly upon  him.  "  I  think  you  are  a  good 
fellow,  and  wish  to  serve  me." 

"  Yes,  indeed.  Sir  Guy." 

"  Then  you  will  not  give  one  word  or 
hint — or  hint,  mind — of  ever  having  seen  her 
before,  except  by  chance  meeting  her  one 
day  in  the  streets  of  Rouen  ?" 

"  Certainly  not.  Sir  Guy." 

"  Thank  you." 

"  This,"  reflected  Mr.  Stevens  to  himself 
when  alone, — "  this  is  a  rum  start.     What 
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does  it  mean  ?  Is  lie  going  to  marry  lier  ? 
Well,  wo  sliall  see.  He's  a  good  fellow, 
anyhow,  is  Sir  Guy,  and  behaved  like  one 
gentleman  to  another.  Many  masters 
would  have  said,  Look  here,  Stevens,  if  you 
don't  split,  I'll  give  you  this,  that,  or  the 
other  ;  if  you  do,  I'll  send  you  to  the  devil ; 
but  no,  he's  a  real  gentleman,  so  he 
don't  try  bribery  and  corruption,  but 
appeals  to  my  honour.  And  blank  me !" 
adds  Mr.  Stevens,  vigorously,  "if  I  don't 
justify  his  good  opinion.  He'll  make  it  up 
to  me  some  day,  I  know,  and  if  I  make  up 
my  mind  to  go  to  my  brother  in  America — 
as  I  shall  do,  if  I  get  another  letter  like  the 
last — a  little  present  won't  come  amiss;  and, 
of  course,  if  he's  goin'to  marry  this  gal  after 
all,  it'll  reconcile  him  more  to  losin'  me." 

The  next  few  days  Dolores  spent  almost 
entirely  in  the  society  of  Mrs.  Charteris. 
Miss  Etherege  was  always  asked  to  be  of 
the  party,  but  Milly  perfectly  understood 
why  she  preferred  to  keep  aloof,  and  never 
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pressed  her  invitations.  It  was  settled 
that  they  were  to  leave  Paris  in  a  week, 
and  Dolores  was  to  accompany  them. 
Milly  consented  to  the  engagement  be- 
tween her  and  Guy  being  ratified  the  day 
previous  to  their  leaving. 

"  And  then  I  may  wear  my  ring,"  says 
Dolores,  smiling,  when  Guy  makes  this 
announcement.  "  I  have  been  so  afraid 
all  this  time  of  keeping  it  in  my  box,  lest 
some  one  should  steal  it ;  it  only  feels  safe 
on  my  finger." 

When  the  happy  day  arrives,  and  Guy 
is  permitted  to  treat  her  en  fiancee,  he  gra- 
tifies himself  by  taking  her  out  and  buying 
her  a  host  of  beautiful  things,  until  she  is 
bewildered  by  her  riches,  and  almost 
ashamed. 

"  Please — please  not  to  buy  me  anything 
more,"  she  cries  at  last ;  "  you  know  I 
am  not  used  to  all  these  things.  Mar- 
cclline  and  I  shall  be  so  afraid  of  losino: 
them.      And   oh !"   she   adds,    looking   at 
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him  with,  wonder,  "  how  rich  you  must  be  !" 

He  smiles  at  her  naivete. 

"  One  thing  is  certain,"  he  says  to  him- 
self, "it  is  not  for  my  money  that  she 
loves  me,  that  is  one  consolation."  And  in 
the  frugal  life  that  the  child  has  always 
led,  never  being  tempted  to  envy  by  seeing 
the  riches  of  others,  and  feeling  no  want 
of  more  than  she  possessed,  the  thought 
of  Guy's  possible  or  probable  wealth  had 
never  for  one  moment  dawned  across  her 
brain.  She  had  never  been  in  a  large 
house,  never  seen  beautifully-dressed  wo- 
men until  she  came  to  Paris,  never  been  to 
theatres  or  gay  sights,  and  had  not  the  faint- 
est idea  of  the  value  of  money  ;  indeed,  with 
her  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year, 
and  so  few  expenses,  she  considered  her- 
self passing  rich.  Now  that  she  beheld  so 
many  splendours,  and  was  witness  of  what 
seemed  to  her  the  fabulous  sums  that  Guy 
expended  on  her,  she  felt  ill  at  ease ;  the 
sacrifice  that  so  great  and  rich  a  personage 
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was  making  in  marrying  anyone  so  poor 
and  humble  as  herself  weighed  upon  her. 

Milly,  according  to  Guy's  desire,  had 
ordered  quite  a  trousseau  for  the  girl,  that 
it  might  not  be  supposed,  when  she  was 
presented  to  the  world,  that  she  was  poor, 
or  dependent  for  anything  on  his  bounty. 

One  day,  when  they  had  left  a  house 
where  Milly  had  been  ordering  two  or 
three  charming  toilettes  for  her  future 
sister-in-law,  Dolores,  blushing  a  great 
deal,  stammered, 

"  Madame,  I  fear  I  must  not  have  any 
more  beautiful  things  ordered,  or  I  shall 
not  have  the  money  to  pay  for  them." 

"But,  my  dear  child,  no  one  dreamed  of 
your  paying  for  them." 

A  still  deeper  flush  suffuses  the  girl's 
cheek  as  she  says,  with  just  a  little  touch 
of  pride, 

"  Pardon,  Madame,  Sir  Guy  is  very 
good,  very  generous,  but  I  could  not  re- 
ceive these  things  from  his  kindness.     I 
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have  twelve  hundred  francs.  I  must  keep 
some  money  for  my  journey,  and  I  will 
therefore  pray  you  not  to  let  me  spend 
more  money  than  I  can  afford." 

''  Yery  well,  dear,"  answers  Milly  kindly 
— "  it  shall  be  as  you  wish.  If  you  will 
give  me  six  hundred  francs,  I  shall  be  able 
to  pay  your  bills,"  and  she  cannot  help 
smiling  to  herself  as  she  thinks  that  six 
times  the  sum  would  not  cover  the  orders 
she  has  given  by  Guy's  direction.  She  is 
pleased,  however,  at  this  evidence  of  inde- 
pendence on  the  child's  part,  and  tells  Guy 
of  it  the  same  evening. 

"  Dear  little  soul !"  he  says  tenderly ;  "  it 
was  very  good  of  you,  Milly,  to  manage  so 
that  she  should  not  suspect.  Fancy  the 
little  thing  being  so  proud  !" 

Every  night  they  went  to  some  theatre 
or  place  of  amusement.  Dolores  enjoyed 
it  immensely — the  plays,  at  least.  She  did 
not  enjoy  it  when,  sometimes,  looking  up 
suddenly  for  Guy  to  share  her  pleasure  at 
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some  touching  scene  or  charming  song,  she 
would  find  his  eyes  fixed,  not  on  the  stage, 
nor  on  her,  but  on  Mrs.  Charteris.  She 
could  not  quite  read  the  expression  in  them, 
whether  it  was  love  or  grief,  or  some  other 
feeling  she  did  not  comprehend ;  but  when- 
ever she  saw  it,  a  bitter  feeling  seemed  to 
creep  into  her  heart,  and  she  forgot  to 
appeal  for  his  sympathy  in  her  pleasure. 

One  day  they  were  sitting  together  alone, 
when  she  said  suddenly, 

"  Sir  Guy,  when  did  you  first  meet  Mrs. 
Charteris  ?" 

"  Oh !  some  time  last  Spring,"  he  answers, 
trying  to  speak  indifferently. 

"  Did  you  know  her  first,  or  me  ?" 

"  Oh !  you,  I  think,"  (a  httle  confused.) 
"Why?" 

"  And  was  she  going  to  marry  your  bro- 
ther then?" 

"No,"  (in  a  vexed  voice.)  "But  why 
do  you  ask  all  these  questions  ?" 

"  They  are  very   simple   ones,"  answers 
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the  girl,  calmly.  "  Is  tliere  any  reason 
why  you  should  be  vexed  to  answer 
them  ?" 

''  Certainly  not,"  Guy  says,  warmly ; 
"but " 

"  I  have  still  some  more  to  ask.  Did 
your  brother  ask  her  soon  after  he  met  her 
to  marry  him  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  believe  so,"  (impatiently.) 

"  I  wonder,"  continues  Dolores,  reflect- 
ively, looking  at  him,  and  yet  hardly  seem- 
ing to  see  him — "  I  wonder  how  she  should 
have  preferred  him  to  you  ?" 

"  Is  he  not  fifty  times  handsomer  than 
I  am  ?"  Guy  answers,  with  some  bitterness. 
"  Do  not  all  women  fall  in  love  with  him  ? 
Indeed  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  you  are 
not  beginning  to  be  fascinated  by  him." 

"  I !"  she  exclaims,  with  a  smile  of 
superior  wisdom ;  "  oh  !  no.  I  understand 
him  quite  well." 

"  Do  you,  little  wisehead  ?  "  (smiling.) 
"  I  doubt  it." 
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"  Oil !  yes.  I  am  not  clever — rather 
foolish,  perhaps,  as  you  think  me,  but  I 
can  see  quite  well  that  Captain  Charteris 
loves  no  one  but  himself.  He  is  hand- 
some— oh ! "  ( impressively ),  "  very,  very 
handsome ;  but  since  he  knows  it  and  ad- 
mires it  himself,  and  only  makes  it  the 
means  to  get  all  he  wants,  I  should  not 
love  him  for  that.  And  look  at  his  wife, 
how  she  adores  him !" 

Guy  gives  a  little  impatient  shrug. 

"  Yes,  I  know  it  pains  you  to  hear  it,  but 
she  does.  Ah!  I  would  have  taken  you 
had  I  been  her  !" 

''Dolores!"  (with  some  anger),  "what 
makes  you  talk  in  this  way?  It  is  not 
right.  You  are  far  too  young  to  speak 
or  tliink  of  such  things.  And  how  do 
you  know  for  one  moment  that  I  ever 
had  any  thought  of  love  for  my  sister-in- 
law  ?" 

"  How  do  I  know  ?"  Dolores  says,  con- 
temptuously.    "Oh!    of   course  I   am  so 
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young  tliat  I  must  be  blind ;  and  have 
no  reason  either.  "Well,  I  will  tell  you 
how  I  know.  You  told  me  yourself  that 
when,  "  (  blushing  painfully  ) — "  when  I 
came  to  you  in  Paris,  you  would  have 
asked  me  to  marry,  only  there  was  an 
obstacle — now  there  is  no  obstacle — it  was 
she !  Do  I  not  know  ?"  she  continues, 
with  flashing  eyes.  "  And  can  I  not  see 
now,  every  day,  that  you  still  love  her? 
Do  I  not  see  your  eyes  rest  on  her  as  they 
never  do  on  me  ?  Do  you  not  try  to  read 
her  very  thoughts  ?  And  often  when  I 
turn  to  speak  to  you,  to  ask  you  something, 
to  tell  you  of  my  pleasure  at  what  I  see, 
you  are  thinking  of  her,  and  have  forgotten 
even  that  I  am  there." 

Guy  listens,  almost  stupefied.  For  a 
moment  he  turns  to  the  window  to  collect 
his  thoughts.  When  he  looks  round,  Do- 
lores has  ffone. 
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GUY  does  not  attempt  to  follow  lier — 
lie  still  stands  by  the  window,  deep 
in  thought. 

"Is  it  so?"  he  says  to  himself.  "Am  I 
such  a  poor  hand  at  concealing  my  feelings 
that  even  this  child  has  discovered  them  ? 
What  an  utter  fool  I  am !  Why  did  I  ever 
risk  beino;  with  her  agfain  ?  What  is 
the  strange  fascination  she  has  for  me? 
God  help  me,  it  is  too  strong  for  mo  !" 
And  he  buries  his  face  in  his  hands.  "  She 
is  my  brother's  wife  !  She  does  not  care 
two  straws  for  me  !     I  am  engaged  to  this 
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child,  wlio  really  does  love  me,  and  yet  night 
and  day  I  seem  to  have  no  thought  nor  eyes 
but  for  this  one  woman,  who  can  never  be 
mine.  I  must  and  will  pluck  it  out  of  my 
heart;  but  then  I  must  get  away  some- 
where, out  of  sight  of  her.  Why  did  she 
not  let  me  go  my  own  way,  and  marry 
Dolores  out  of  hand  ?  Once  married, 
perhaps  I  may  get  cured  of  my  other  love 
— please  God,  at  least,  I  may !"  he  adds, 
reverently.  "  But  there  must  be  some 
change  in  our  plans.  Dolores  cannot  go 
on  staying  with  her.  I  will  go  at  once  to 
my  mother,  when  I  return  to  England,  and 
beg  of  her  to  receive  her  at  Wentworth. 
I  think  she  will.  She  is  very  kind-hearted ; 
and,  after  a  little,  I  don't  doubt  but  that 
she  will  take  to  lier.  And  I  will  marry  her 
very,  very  soon ! — there  is  no  need  to 
wait  three  months.  I  should  be  in  a  mad- 
house if  I  had  to  live  all  that  time  in  the 
constant  society  of  the  woman  I  love,  and 
the  one  who  loves  me.  The  woman  Hove!" 
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he  tliinks,  bitterly.  "I  seem  to  liave  for- 
gotten tliat  slie  is  my  brother's  wife,  and 
that  it  is  a  sin  and  a  crime  to  love  her ; 
but,  somehow,  it  doesn't  seem  so,  since  she 
cares  nothing  for  me  !" 

For  some  days  after  the  scene  with 
Dolores  he  studiously  avoids  Milly,  is  never 
in  her  presence,  if  he  can  avoid  it,  only 
speaks  to  her  when  she  addresses  him, 
and  keeps  his  eyes  even  from  her,  so  that 
Dolores  never  once  surprises  him  looking 
at  her. 

"Have  I  offended  you,  Guy?"  Milly 
asks  softly,  one  day,  when  they  are  alone 
togfether  for  a  moment. 

"I  do  not  think  you  could,"  he  answers, 
quietly,  rising  and  going  to  the  window. 

There  is  a  moment's  pause,  and  then  he 
comes  back,  and  stands  in  front  of  her, 
looking  long  and  wistfully  in  her  face. 

"  I  may  as  well  tell  you  the  truth,"  he 
says,  in  a  low  voice.  "  It  will  make  things 
easier,  and  you  are  not  likely  to  misunder- 
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stand  me.  I  know  you  arc  as  far  away 
from  me  as  if — as  if  one  of  us  were  dead, 
but  all  the  same,  I  bave  loved  you  ever 
since  the  day  I  first  saw  you  !  This  sort 
of  thing  cannot  go  on — even  if  it  were  not 
wrong — I  think  it  would  kill  me  in  time. 
Yes,  you  smile  !  I  look  strong  and  hale 
enough,  don't  I  ?  But  the  stronger  a  man 
is  the  harder  it  is  to  crush  his  feeling. 
And  it  isn't  fair  to  her — poor  little  girl ! — 
for  I  am  such  a  poor  dissembler,  it  seems, 
that  she  has  guessed  it." 

"  Guy,"  says  Milly,  reaching  out  her 
hand  to  him,  "  I  don't  blame  you  for  liking 
me — how  can  any  woman? — but,"  (sadly,) 
"  I  can't  help  feeling  that  it  is  only  a 
bit  of  the  perversity  of  human  nature — 
just  wanting  the  thing  you  can't  have.  If 
I  had  married  you  instead  of  Adrian,  I 
daresay  you  would  not  think  very  much  of 
me  by  now.  I  don't  believe  I  really  am  a 
very  nice  person,  though  I  have  a  sort  of 
way,  somehow,  of  leading  people  to  think 
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I  am,  until  they  know  me  better.  Look  at 
Adrian,"  witli  a  shade  of  bitterness,  "  he 
seemed  fond  of  me  before  he  married,  but 
you  see  he  does  not  think  he  has  much  of 
a  prize  now — does  he  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  what  might  have  hap- 
pened had  I  been  permitted  the  happiness 
of  marrying  you.  I  think  I  should  have 
loved  you  better  every  day.  But,"  (ab- 
ruptly,) "it  is  not  that  I  have  to  speak 
of  now.  Knowing  that  I  have  this  infatu- 
ation, or  whatever  it  may  be,  I  want  you 
to  help  me  to  conquer  it  as  far  as  I  may. 
Let  me  keep  away  from  you — do  not  be 
kind  to  me — do  not  notice  me.  As  soon 
as  I  return  to  England,  I  will  go  straight 
to  Wentworth,  and  ask  my  mother  to  re- 
ceive Dolores ;  and  down  there,  perhaps," 
— smiling  wistfully — "  I  shall  forget  you, 
and  fall  desperately  in  love  with  my  future 
wife." 

"No  difficult  task,  I  am  sure,"  Milly 
answers,    rising,  with  tears   in   her   eyes. 


THE  CLIFFS  OF  ALBION.  275 

"  God  bless  you,  Guy  !  Remember,  we  all 
have  our  crosses  in  life,  and  the  hardest  to 
bear  are  those  that  we  make  for  ourselves. 
I  would  not  for  the  world  cause  that  poor 
child  the  pain  of  jealousy,  for  I  think 
there  is  no  harder  pang  to  bear." 

"  Ay,"  answers  Guy ;  and,  with  one  last 
look  at  her,  he  goes. 

The  day  of  departure  has  arrived,  and 
Dolores  takes  leave  of  Mary  Etherege 
with  many  tears  and  embraces. 

"  You  forgive  me,  dear  Mary  ?  Tell  me 
once  more  that  you  forgive  me.  And  you 
will  pray  Philip  to  think  kindly  of  me  too  ? 
Indeed,  indeed,  when  I  remember  all  your 
kindness,  both  of  you,  to  me,  it  takes  away 
all  my  happiness  in  my  future,  for  I  feel 
as  if  my  ingratitude  w^ll  in  turn  be 
punished." 

"My  dear  child,"  Mary  answers,  very 
kindly,  "do  not  think  any  more  about  sad 
things.  Go  and  be  happy  in  your  new 
life.     I  pray  God  it  may  be  a  very  bright 
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one ;  and  I  dare  answer  for  Philip  that  he 
feels  no  anger  in  his  heart  towards  yon, 
and  would  be  happiest  by  hearing  of  your 
happiness." 

"And  you  will  write  to  me  often,  and 
some  day,"  says  Dolores,  pleadingly,  "  dear 
Mary,  you  will  come  and  see  me  in  my 
new  home?  Oh!  how  happy  I  shall  be 
when  that  day  comes  !" 

"  Yes,  I  will  write  to  you,  and  perhaps 
some  day  I  may  meet  you  in  London.  At 
all  events,  you  shall  know  where  I  am. 
And  now,  my  dear,  it  is  almost  time  to 
start." 

"  Mary,"  (hurriedly  slipping  the  ring 
Philip  had  given  her  from  her  finger,) 
"  I  feel  I  have  no  right  to  this.  "Will 
you — luill  you  make  me  happy  by  taking 
it  ?     Do,  dear  Mary  !" 

But  Mary  pats  it  gently  back  on  her 
finger. 

"  You  would  not  wish  to  cause  Philip 
more  pain,  Dolores  ?" 


THE  CLIFFS  OF  ALBION.  277 

And  at  this  instant  Gay  arrives,  and  in 
another  minute  has  carried  the  child  off, 
crying,  but  trying  very  hard  to  smile 
through  her  tears. 

*'Are  you  so  sorry  to  leave  France?" 
Guy  asks,  kindly,  pressing  her  hand  as  they 
drive  along:  the  handsome  white  streets, 
and  her  tears  still  flow.  "And  arc  you 
afraid  at  the  thought  of  your  own  country, 
that  you  have  never  seen?  I  daresay 
Marcelline  has  been  frightening  you  with 
dreadful  stories  about  it.  Is  it  not  so  ?" 
he  says  in  French,  turning  to  Marcelline  ; 
but  she  utters  a  polite  and  vigorous  dis- 
claimer. 

But,  in  truth,  the  good  soul  is  not  with- 
out her  misgivings,  and  her  horror  of  the 
sea-passage  is  so  great  that  it  requires  as 
strong  a  counterbalance  as  her  love  for 
Dolores  to  induce  her  to  undertake  it. 

This  the  girl  imparts  to  her  lover,  and 
he  rejoins,  smiling,  in  an  undertone, 

"  I'll  be  bound  she'll  be  horribly  ill,  poor 
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soul ! — foreigners  always  are  ;  but  we  won't 
tell  her  so.  I  am  rather  anxious  to  know 
about  you  tliougb,  darling;  for  if  you 
prove  a  good  sailor,  1  mean  to  take  you 
to  Norway  in  my  yacht  for  our  honey- 
moon." 

She  smiles.  The  tears  are  all  dried  now, 
and  she  is  supremely  happy  at  being  with 
him,  and  feeling  that  this  fine,  noble- look- 
ing man,  as  she  thinks  him,  really  belongs 
to  her,  or  rather  she  to  him.  Other  women 
may  think  Captain  Cliarteris  handsome, 
but  for  her,  she  wonders  how  anyone  can 
prefer  him  to  Sir  Guy,  who  is  infinitely 
more  noble,  more  distinguished-looking. 

She  has  appealed  for  Marcelline's  opin- 
ion on  the  subject,  and  has  received  it. 
M.  le  Capitaine  was  handsome,  even  very 
handsome,  but  he  had  not  that  look  of  real 
goodness  that  made  the  beauty  of  Sir  Guy's 
face.  And  Marcelline's  judgment  is  per- 
fectly correct. 

It    is    a    bright    sunny    day;    the    stir 
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and  bustle  is  pleasant  to  Dolores,  and 
altliougli  she  has  nothing  to  do,  as  Guy  and 
his  servant  manage  everything,  there  is 
a  kind  of  contagion  about  the  general 
activity,  and  she  feels  rather  important. 
Milly  and  her  husband  arrive  immediately 
after  them ;  fortunately  for  Marcelline, 
Mrs.  Charteris's  maid  is  French,  and  has 
travelled  a  good  deal,  so  she  feels  rather 
more  happy  in  her  mind  at  the  thought  of 
the  journey  made  under  such  auspices. 
She  has  been  cautioned  about  what  she  is 
and  is  not  to  say,  and,  gossip  though  she  is, 
once  her  child's  interest  is  concerned,  can 
be  discretion  itself. 

Guy  attends  scrupulously  to  the  comforts 
of  both  his  fair  companions,  and  Adrian  as 
scrupulously  to  his  own.  Stevens  is  in 
charge  of  a  valuable  hamper,  which  he 
hands  to  his  master  in  the  carriage.  When 
opened,  it  contains  two  choice  little  bou- 
quets, bottles  of  scent,  fruits,  sweetmeats, 
and  books,  and  a  recherche  lunch,  to  be  con- 
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sumed  at  a  more  advanced  period  of  the 
journey. 

"  Eeally,  Guy,  I  think  you  are  the  most 
thoughtful  man  in  the  world !"  cries  his 
sister-in-law.  "  What  a  treasure  of  a  hus- 
band you  are  going  to  have,  Dolores  !"  and 
such  a  proud,  radiant  look  beams  in  the 
girl's  eyes,  it  is  pleasant  to  behold  the 
reflection  of  so  much  bright  young  hope 
and  love. 

"  Milly,"  says  Adrian  lazily,  ''I  shall  be 
very  happy  to  bet  you  twelve  to  six  in 
gloves  that  he  don't  think  of  all  these 
touching  little  attentions  when  he's  been 
married  six  months." 

"I  am  very  happy  to  take  your  bet," 
answers  Milly,  laughing,  and  taking  out 
her  tablets.  "  Oh,  how  the  carriage 
shakes  !     Write  it  for  me,  Adrian." 

"  Can't  move,"  he  says,  languidly.  "  Guy 
will  do  it  for  you — he  is  such  an  active 
fellow.  And  besides,"  (maliciously,)  "lie 
always  does  everything  for  you." 
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Guy  takes  the  tablets  gravely  and  writes. 

"  There,"  he  says,  smiling,  as  he  hands 
them  back ;  "  now,  if  I  fall  off  in  my  good 
behaviour,  here  will  be  my  own  testimony 
against  me." 

"Don't  put  any  faith  in  his  promises, 
Miss  Power — at  least,  Dolores.  I  may  call 
you  that  now,  may  I  not  ?  You  see,  Guy 
calls  my  wife  Milly,  though  he  is  looking 
at  me  now  as  if  he  thought  my  proposition 
an  infernal  piece  of  cheek.  Dolores,"  he 
adds,  caressingly, — "  it  is  such  a  soft,  pleas- 
ant name  to  say  !  Milly,  I  wish  you  were 
called  Dolores  !" 

*'Do  you  ?"  (rather  drily.) 

"Well,  I  don't  know,"  (reflectively;) 
"  perhaps  it  would  be  a  bore  for  one's 
wife  to  have  such  a  loug  name  ;  it 
doesn't  do  to  say  it  too  often.  Fancy 
shouting  upstairs,  Dolores,  Dolores,  Dolo- 
res, when  she  was  keeping  you  waiting  !" 

They  all  laugh ;  his  languid  way  of  say- 
ing it  is  irresistible. 
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"  The  worst  of  it  is,  Giij,"  lie  continues, 
without  the  faintest  smile  on  his  own  face 
— "  the  worst  of  it  is,  I  don't  see  how  you 
are  to  abbreviate  it.  Dolly — no,  that  would 
be  too  dreadful !  And  there  is  literally  no 
other.  The  only  thing  that  I  can  see  for 
it  is,  she  must  never  keep  you  waiting." 

"  You  see,  Adrian,"  answers  his  brother, 
laughing,  "lam  not  quite  as  delicate  as 
you,  so  the  exertion  would  not  try  me  so 
much.  And  I  think,"  looking  very  kind- 
ly at  Dolores,  "it  is  such  a  sweet  name 
that  I  shall  not  mind  how  often  I  have 
to  say  it." 

"Now,  Guy,  there's  a  good  fellow — don't 
begin  to  spoon ;  it  is  too  hot ;  and  besides, 
it  always  makes  other  people  uncomfort- 
able. It's  such  a  selfish  thing  !  I  never 
did  in  public— did  I,  Milly  ?" 

"Never,"  she  answers,  biting  her  lip 
and  looking  out  of  the  window. 

"  But,  apropos  of  the  basket,  I've  been 
going   to     remark   ever    so    many    times 


THE  CLIFFS  OF  ALBION'.  283 

— only  one  thing  always  drives  another  out 
of  one's  mind — that's  just  the  way  we 
spoil  women.  Of  course,  we're  obliged  to 
be  tremendously  civil  and  attentive  and 
thoughtful  before  we  get  married ;  and 
then,  afterwards,  they  expect  one  to  go  on 
with  it,  which,  of  course,  you  know,  is  a 
sheer  impossibility.  Fancy  the  strain  on 
one's  mind  of  always  being  on  the  look-out 
to  anticipate  a  woman's  wants !  Dolores," 
(beseechingly,)  "  don't  look  at  me  as  if 
I  were  some  strange  wild  animal ;  you'll 
find  a  good  many  of  the  same  kind,  I  as- 
sure you,  tlie  other  side  of  the  Channel." 

Dolores  smiles.  She,  like  a  great  many 
older  women,  cannot  help  regarding  him  as 
one  does  a  beautiful,  wayward  child.  As  a 
woman  once  said  of  him,  "  If  he  had  not  his 
handsome  face,  and  that  languid,  caressing 
voice,  one  would  think  him  intolerably 
selfish  and  impertinent ;  but  he  can  afford 
to  say  or  do  anything." 

Milly    is    quite    under    the     influence. 
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When  he  sjDeaks  caressingly  to  her,  what 
is  there  she  would  not  do  or  sacrifice  for 
him  ?  But  how  she  hates  to  hear  him  use 
that  tone  to  any  other  woman ! — and,  to 
tell  the  truth,  he  does  now,  more  often 
than  to  her.  She  is  horribly,  painfully 
jealous  of  him ;  she  is  already  jealous  even 
of  Dolores,  to  whom  he  is  pleased  to  be 
Tery  kind  and  gracious,  and  is  sorry 
to  think  the  girl  is  going  to  make 
her  home  with  them,  even  thouffh  it 
is  only  for  a  week.  She  fights  against  the 
feeling,  and  tries  to  be  all  the  kinder  to 
her  brother's  future  wife ;  but  her  face  is 
too  expressive  to  conceal  entirely  what  she 
feels.     At  all  events,  Guy  reads  it. 

Boulogne  is  reached ;  they  are  on  board 
the  boat,  and  Dolores  is  quite  bewildered 
by  hearing  Enghsh  spoken  on  all  sides  of 
her. 

"  How  strange  it  all  sounds  !"  she  says, 
clinging  to  Guy's  arm  nervously.  "Do 
you  know,  I  cannot  understand  half  they 
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say,    and    they   seem    to    talk    so   fast ! " 

"  Little  Frencliwoman  !"  he  smiles,  draw- 
ing her  nearer  to  his  protecting  strength. 
"It  will  all  be  familiar  enough  to  you 
soon.  JSTow  let  me  go  and  find  a  comforta- 
ble place  for  you  and  Milly,  where  you  will 
be  out  of  the  smell  of  smoke,  and  the 
bustle." 

"  Is — is  Mrs.  Charteris,"  (hesitatingly,) 
"  ever  ill  ?" 

"  Never,  I  believe.  But  I  don't  think 
you  need  be  afraid,  dearest ;  besides,  it 
won't  be  rough  to-day." 

"I  think,"  says  Dolores,  shylj^,  "that  I 
shall  go  downstairs,  because,  "(blushing,) 
"  I  am  told  the  mal  de  mer  comes  on  very 
suddenly." 

Though  there  is  a  fresh  breeze  outside, 
and  several  of  the  passengers  suffer — 
notably  the  two  Frenchwomen — Dolores 
enjoys  her  trip  thoroughly ;  and  Guy  is 
charmed  to  think  how  well  this  beginning 
augurs    for    his    yachting    plans.      They 
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arrive  in  excellent  time  at  Milly's  house  in 
May  Fair  ; — a  very  mucli  larger  one  than 
the  first  we  saw  her  in,  for,  by  Adrian's 
Avish,  she  has  let  her  country  house,  and 
come  to  live  permanently  in  town.  She 
would  have  been  quite  content  to  live  down 
there  with  him — would  have  liked,  indeed, 
much  better  to  keep  him  away  from  the 
temptations  of  London,  fond  as  she  is  of  it 
herself, — but  he  resolutely  combated  the 
idea. 

"What  the  deuce  could  I  possibly  do 
down  there  amongst  an  infernally  stupid 
lot  of  country  squires  and  squiresses,  and 
parsons  and  parsonesses  ?  The  shooting 
is  very  fair,  but  it  isn't  as  trood  as  Guy's, 
and  I  can  always  have  as  much  of  that  as 
I  like,  besides  heaps  of  other  places  where 
I  am  used  to  go  regularly  ;  and  of  course, 
if  you  have  a  place  of  your  own,  you  are 
bound  to  entertain,  and  it's  deuced  expen- 
sive, besides  being  a  bore." 

"  I  don't  think  there  is  anything  pleas- 
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anter  tlian  entertaining',  if  you  have  a  nice 
party,"  rejoins  Milly,  "  and  I  hate  to  be 
under  obligations  to  anybody." 

"  Oh  !  that's  all  very  well,  if  you've  got 
twenty  thousand  a  year ;  but  we  have  only 
four,  and  it's  no  use  thinking  of  it.  And 
if  we  want  to  ask  anyone  particularly,  I'll 
get  my  mother  to  have  them  to  Went- 
worth.     Guy  is  sure  not  to  object." 

"Well,  but  suppose  your  brother  mar- 
ries." (This  conversation  is  soon  after 
Milly 's  marriage.) 

*'  I  don't  suppose  he  will,  but,  if  he  does, 
I  shall  make  myself  agreeable  to  my  sister- 
in-law,  and  you  can  do  the  same  to  Guy, 
and  we  shall  get  all  we  want." 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  these  views 
are  very  little  in  accordance  with  Milly 's 
own,  but  she  gives  way,  at  all  events,  on 
the  subject  of  letting  the  house,  much  as 
she  dislikes  the  idea. 

Adrian  takes  it  all  as  a  matter  of  course ; 
he  is  accustomed  to  have  sacrifices  made 
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for  him.  When  Guy  heard  all  this,  which 
he  did  from  his  brother  in  Paris,  he  said 
to  himself,  "  Milly  shall  not  miss  her  coun- 
try house.  Wentworth  shall  be  her  home 
whenever  she  chooses  to  go  to  it."  But 
now  that  circumstances  are  so  changed, 
that  he  is  going  to  marry  Dolores,  and 
that  he  feels  Milly's  absence,  not  her  pres- 
ence, is  essential  to  his  happiness  and 
well-being,  he  is  utterly  perplexed  what  to 

do. 

"  Adrian  will  of  course  expect  to  come 
to  Wentworth  for  partridge  and  pheasant- 
shooting  ;  she  7nusi  come  if  he  does,  and 
then,"  adds  Guy,  groaning,  "  there  will  be 
the  old  story  over  again,  and  worse,  for 
when  Dolores  is  mistress  at  the  Court,  if 
she  chooses  to  be  jealous,  she  can  make  it 
very  unpleasant  for  Milly.  She  is  a  dear, 
good  little  girl ;  but  once  a  woman  is  jeal- 
ous, and  in  a  position  to  wreak  her  resent- 
ment on  her  rival,  they're  all  the  very " 

"Wentworth  Station  !"  shrieks  the  por- 
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ter  at  tliis  juncture  ;  for  the  last  soliloquy 
has  taken  place  in  the  train,  en  route  for 
"Went worth  Court. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


LADY  WENTWOETH. 


T  ADY  WENTWORTH  is  sitting  in  lier 
-*-•  own  room,  awaiting  the  arrival  of 
her  son.  It  is  indeed  what  most  ladies 
would  call  their  boudoir ;  but  Lady  Went- 
worth  likes  plain  English  names,  and  it 
therefore  always  goes  by  the  name  of  "  my 
lady's  sitting-room."  Every  article  in  it  is 
handsome,  and  useful  too,  if  we  except  the 
beautiful  collection  of  china,  which  is  my 
lady's  chief  delight.  She  is  one  of  the  old 
school,  but  without  the  homeliness  that 
usually  characterises  that  type — she  is  es- 
sentially a  grande  dame.  You  recognise, 
that   at   once   by  her   manner  and  dress. 
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She  never  wears  anything  but  tlie  richest 
silks  and  brocades,  even  to  visit  her  garden 
and  poultry-yard;  but  on  these  occasions 
her  dress  is  always  looped  daintily  over  a 
spotless- white  petticoat,  just  disclosing 
what  is  still  a  beautiful  little  foot,  in  a 
clocked-silk  stocking  and  high-heeled  shoe, 
and  a  large  white  muslin  apron  protects 
the  front  of  her  dress.  Her  hair,  almost 
white  now,  is  brushed  up  after  the  manner 
of  an  old  picture,  and  surmounted  by  a  cap 
of  costly  lace.  Her  delicate  fingers  always 
flash  with  diamonds. 

She  has  her  own  ideas  about  the  devoir 
of  an  English  lady,  as  her  son  (who  proba- 
bly inherits  them  from  her)  has  his  of  what 
is  right  and  proper  for  himself.  She  thinks 
it  the  business  of  a  woman  of  quality  to 
act  and  dress  in  accordance  with  her  posi- 
tion— silk  and  satin  and  rich  fabrics  are 
the  appropriate  garb  of  the  rich  and  well- 
born ;  cotton  and  woollen  material  for  the 
lower  classes.     She   has  never  permitted 
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her  cliildren,  or  any  servant  but  lier  maid, 
to  see  lier  en  deshabille;  slie  would  consider 
by  so  doing  tliat  slie  derogated  from  tlie 
dignity  of  lier  position  as  head  of  the 
house.  Her  servants  stand  in  great  awe 
of  her,  though  they  are  devoted  to  her,  for 
she  is  the  kindest  and  most  considerate 
mistress  in  the  world ;  only  her  orders 
must  be  obeyed  to  the  letter. 

Certainly  she  is  an  autocrat,  although 
her  rule  is  a  kindly  one.  To  the  poor  she 
is  a  bountiful  benefactress,  although  she 
takes  care  to  discriminate  in  her  benevo- 
lence ;  and  it  is  these  who,  least  of  all,  are 
inclined  to  agree  in  the  general  opinion 
that  she  is  proud  and  haughty.  It  is  natu- 
ral that  a  woman  of  a  dominant  temper, 
living  for  many  years  in  a  state  of  absolute 
authority  over  the  people  about  her,  should 
become  a  little  arbitrary  and  exacting ;  but 
Lady  AVcntworth  has  such  a  fund  of  real 
kindness  and  courtesy  underlying  her  proud 
exterior,  that  those  wlio  know  her  well,  see 
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mucli   more    to   love  and    admire  than  to 
fear. 

Slie  superintends  every  detail  of  her 
household,  and  feels,  with  some  pride,  that 
when  Guy  brings  home  a  wife  to  the  Court, 
she  will  be  able  to  deliver  up  the  reins  of 
government,  and  hand  over  everything  in 
perfect  order  to  the  new  mistress.  It  will 
be  a  very  sore  trial  to  her  to  leave  Went- 
worth  and  retire  to  the  Dower  House  ;  but 
she  has  been  preparing  to  meet  the  blow 
ever  since  Guy  has  been  of  a  marriageable 
age  ;  for  she  is  perfectly  determined  that 
no  persuasion  shall  induce  her  to  remain 
one  day  after  the  new  cJudelaine  is  in- 
stalled. She  will  come  to  the  Court  as  a 
visitor,  but  let  the  then  mistress  mismanage 
her  house  as  she  may,  her  lips  shall  bo 
sealed. 

Lady  AYentworth  from  choice  leads  a 
somewhat  retired  life,  although  she  makes 
a  charming  hostess,  and  has  always  been 
ready  and  willing  to  entertain  any  friends 
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whom  her  sons  choose  to  invite ;  all  their 
men    friends   are   devoted  to  her — some- 
times the  women  think  her   a    little  stiff 
and  old-fashioned.    However,  the  house  is  a 
most  pleasant   one  to    stay   in,    and  Guy 
and   his   mother,    equally   thoughtful  and 
hospitable,    take   ample    care    to   provide 
amusement  for  their  guests  of  both  sexes. 
She  is  very   fond   of   young   people,    and 
somehow  or  other  the  most  wayward  boy 
or  girl  never  takes  liberties  in  her  presence. 
She  belongs  to  a  very  old  family,    whose 
fortunes  were  somewhat  decayed   in    her 
girlhood,  through  the  extravagance  of  her 
father,  and  his  father  before  him.     She  had 
one   brother  and   two    sisters.     All  three 
girls  were  remarkably  handsome,  and  were 
expected  to  redeem  the  family  fortunes  by 
good  marriages.     The  two  3^ounger  ones 
amply  fulfilled  the  expectations  tliat  had 
been  formed  for  them  ;  but  Margaret,  the 
eldest,  afterwards   Lady  "VVentworth,    had 
fallen  deeply  in  love  with  her   handsome 
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cousin,  Captain  Charteris,  and  had  engaged 
herself  to  him,  although  her  family  utterly 
refused  to  sanction  the  marriage.  With 
all  her  heart  and  soul  she  loved  this  man, 
who  was  certainly  not  worthy  of  so  j^jreat 
a  love,  and  for  his  sake  would  have  re- 
mained unmarried  to  the  day  of  her  death ; 
but  ho  made  any  sacrifice  on  her  part  un- 
necessary, by  himself  marrying  a  woman  a 
good  deal  his  senior,  with  a  large  fortune. 
At  this  time  Margaret,  who  was  seven 
and  twenty,  still  handsome  and  very  un- 
happy, met  Sir  Guy  "Wentworth,  who  fell 
deeply  in  love  with  her,  and  by  his  extreme 
kindness  and  tenderness  for  her,  won,  if 
not  her  love,  at  all  events  her  friendship 
and  esteem.  For  four  years  they  lived 
happily  together.  Lady  Wentworth  making 
an  admirable  wife,  and  her  husband  think- 
ing there  was  no  woman  in  the  world  like 
her ;  then,  after  a  short  illness.  Sir  Guy 
died,  leaving  her  with  one  child,  a  boy, 
two  years  old.     Very  deeply  and  sincerely 
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did  slie  regret  him,  but  it  was  not  wonder- 
ful that  when,  some  eighteen  months  later, 
she  again  met  the  man  whom  she  had  so 
passionately  loved,  and,  he  being  also  free, 
asked  her  to  marry  him,  she  consented. 
And  was  she  happy  when  she  had  obtained 
her  heart's  desire  ?  She  was  never  heard 
to  say  aught  to  the  contrary,  but  her 
cheeks  grew  thin  and  pale.  Colonel  Char- 
teris  was  frequently  absent  from  home. 
One  son  was  born  of  this  marriage,  and 
a  daughter,  who  died  in  her  infancy. 

In  a  locket  set  round  with  brilliants 
which  never  left  the  mother's  neck,  was  a 
miniature  of  one  of  the  loveliest  child's 
faces  conceivable.  Perhaps  the  mother  loved 
it  all  the  more  because  it  was  so  like  the 
husband  she  adored.  For,  in  spite  of  all, 
perhaps  because  of  all,  she  loved  him  with 
the  same  unchanging  love,  and  when  he 
died  ten  years  after  their  marriage,  it  almost 
broke  her  heart.  For  years  after,  she  was 
scarcely  seen  to  smile,   and  could  hardly 
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even  bear  to  have  her  children  with  her. 
Good  men  and  women  are  rarely  loved  and 
regretted  like  those  who  have  made  the 
hearts  of  those  who  love  them  ache  so  bit- 
terly.    I  wonder  why  ! 

The  two  boys  grew  up,  and  in  her  heart 
the  younger  was  dearer  to  the  mother,  al- 
though she  strove  conscientiously  not  to 
show  any  difference  ;  but  Guy  knew  from 
a  child  that  he  was  not  his  mother's  favour- 
ite, and  felt  it  keenly.  Nevertheless  he 
had  always  been  a  kind  and  affectionate 
brother  to  Adrian,  and  many  a  difficulty 
had  he  helped  him  out  of  since  they  were 
boys  together.  Lady  Wentworth  had  the 
highest  opinion  of  her  elder  son — she  both 
loved  and  respected  him — but  Adrian  was 
the  darling,  the  apple  of  her  eye,  as  his 
father  had  been  before  him;  there  was 
just  the  same  difference  in  licr  love  for  her 
children  as  there  had  been  in  her  love  for 
their  fathers.  She  knew  and  deplored 
Adrian's     selfishness    and    instability     of 
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character,  but  there  was  no  sacrifice  in  the 
world  she  would  not  have  made  for  him. 
All  his  life  she  had  been  saving  for  him, 
for  Colonel  Charteris  had  only  a  life  inte- 
rest in  his  first  wife's  money,  and  died  in 
debt,  having  also  spent  what  little  he  had 
of  his  own.  Guy,  out  of  sheer  good-will, 
allowed  him  seven  hundred  a  year,  which 
he  did  not  see  fit  to  withdraw  on  his  mar- 
riage, and  the  other  three  hundred  came 
from  his  mother.  Three  times,  between 
them.  Lady  Wentworth  and  Guy  had  paid 
his  debts.  First  he  went  into  a  cavalry 
regiment,  then  exchanged  into  the  Guards, 
and  finally  sold  out,  considering  it  too 
great  a  bore  to  be  under  anybody's  orders. 
All  this  time  he  had  lived  as  though  he 
possessed  Guy's  fortune,  and  it  was  not 
until  Guy  was  called  upon  to  pay  his  debts 
for  the  third  time — eight  thousand  pounds 
on  this  occasion — that  he  ever  spoke  with 
harshness  to  him. 

"Look  here.  Adrian,"  he  said,   sternly, 
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"  I'm  not  fond  of  reminding  people  of  what 
I  have  done  for  them.  I  think  you  know 
by  this  time  that's  not  much  in  my  line — 
but  I'm  going  to  do  it  now,  once  for  all. 
You  are  not  my  own  brother,  you  have  no 
actual  claim  upon  me  whatever,  but  since 
I  came  of  age  I  have  regularly  allowed  you 
seven  hundred  a  year ;  on  different  occa- 
sions I  have  paid  three  thousand,  five 
thousand,  and  eight  thousand  pounds  for 
you,  and  this  shall  be  the  last,  I  take  my 
solemn  oath  !  My  house  is  your  home,  my 
chambers  in  town  are  at  your  disposal 
whenever  you  choose,  my  horses,  my  yacht, 
and  almost  everything  I  possess.  If  you 
have  not  sufficient  gentlemanlike  feeling  to 
know  that  it  is  a  blackguard  thing  to  abuse 
generosity,  I  must  take  it  upon  myself, 
painful  as  it  is,  God  knows,  to  remind  you. 
Once  for  all,  I  Avill  not  pay  any  more  of 
your  debts.  With  a  thousand  a  3^ear,  and 
free  quarters,  if  you  can't  live  like  a  gen- 
tleman,   I'm   sorry  for  you,  but  you  will 
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have  no  more  from  me,  I  swear  to  you. 
And  I  tliink  you  know  when  I  have  once 
passed  my  word  I  generally  stick  to  it." 

This  happened  about  three  months  be- 
fore Adrian's  meeting  with  Mrs.  Scarlett, 
or  he  would,  in  all  probability,  never  have 
thought  of  marrying  at  all.  He  said  as 
much  to  Guy  one  night  in  Paris. 

"  Ah !  my  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  malici- 
ously, "you  might  so  easily  have  become 
the  owner  of  your  fair  sister-in-law,  if  you 
had  not  been  so  infernally  stingy  with  me 
after  my  little  difficulties.  If  it  hadn't 
been  for  money,  I  wouldn't  have  married 
the  loveliest  woman  on  God's  earth ! " 
(sighing).  "There  isn't  one  in  all  Eng- 
land and  France  I  wouldn't  sooner  have  for 
a  sister-in-law  than  a  wife." 

Guy  frowned  and  bit  his  lip,  and  Adrian, 
smiling  to  himself,  cnjo^'ed  his  little  piece 
of  revenge. 

Lady  Wentwortli  had  been  pleased  with 
her   younger   son  s   marriage.      She   con- 
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sidered  Milly  elegant,  well-bred,  and  very 
good  style  ;  her  fortune,  too,  was  a  great 
desideratum.  And  now  slie  is  called  upon 
to  approve  Guy's  clioice  of  a  wife,  for  the 
last  letters  she  has  received  from  both 
himself  and  Milly  leave  no  doubt  in  her 
mind  that  he  intends  to  marry,  and  she  is 
waiting  anxiously  for  his  arrival,  that  she 
may  hear  full  particulars  concerning  her 
new  daughter-in-law.  Her  mind,  too,  has 
been  dwelling  considerably  on  her  own 
future  ;  she  has  spent  a  whole  morning  at 
the  Dower  House,  arranging  in  her  own 
mind  the  purposes  to  which  she  will  devote 
the  various  rooms  and  the  new  furniture 
that  will  be  required.  She  has  always  had 
the  gardens  kept  up,  as  flowers  are  the 
things  she  cares  most  for. 

"  I  am  surprised,"  she  says  to  herself, 
"  that  Milly  has  never  mentioned  the  young 
lady's  connections.  I  do  not  like  Guy's 
proposing  upon  so  short  an  acquaintance. 
I  fear  he  has   not  taken  proper  care   to 
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assure  himself  that  she  is  desirable  in  point 
of  family  as  well  as  personal  attractions, 
and  it  would  be  indeed  deplorable  to  bring 
into  the  family,  as  head  of  it,  a  person  of 
whose  antecedents  one  had  reason  to  be 
ashamed.  I  wonder  if  Guy  is  altered  ?  It 
is  a  year  since  I  have  seen  him.  What 
can  have  made  him  take  such  a  sudden 
idea  of  travelling  into  his  head  ?  Adrian 
half  hinted  to  me — but  oh  !  I  hope  that 
was  not  true — at  all  events,  he  must  be 
cured  now.  I  should  never  have  fancied 
Guy  a  man  to  fall  suddenly  or  violently  in 
love ;  but  how  little  one  knows  even  of 
one's  own  children  !" 

A  sound  of  wheels  strikes  upon  her  ear ; 
in  another  moment  she  hears  Guy's  cheery 
greeting  to  the  servants  ;  another,  and  he 
throws  the  door  open,  and  is  clasped  in 
her  arms.  Tlicy  have  not  met  for  more 
than  a  year ;  the  tears  come  into  the  mo- 
ther's eyes  as  she  feels  the  strong  arms  of 
her  first-born  round  her ;  his  are  dim  too. 
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"  AYTiy,  motlier,  you  look  positively 
younger,"  lie  says,  looking  fondly  in  licr 
face.  "  I  haven't  seen  anyone  so  hand- 
some as  you  all  the  time  I've  been  away." 

"  And  you,"  she  replies,  smiling  through 
her  tears — "you  are  grown,  I  think.  How 
bronzed  you  are  !  You  are  a  little  thin, 
too ;  but  you  look  very  well,"  (proudly.) 
"  I  never  thought  you  so  good-looking 
before." 

"  How  complimentary  we  both  are  !"  he 
says,  laughing.  "  Absence  works  wonders 
— doesn't  it,  mother  ?" 

"  Come,  dear  boy,"  she  answers,  drawing 
him  to  the  sofa,  "  tell  me  about  Adrian 
and  Milly,  and  my  new  daughter-in-law." 

"  Oh !"  says  Guy,  reddening,  though  he 
has  been  preparing  himself  a  whole  week 
for  the  question,  "Adrian  and  his  wife  are 
all  right ;  and  with  regard  to  the  other 
matters,  it  is  such  a  long  story  that  it 
won't  do  to  begin  now.  I  feel  so  dirty, 
after  travelling,   and  it  is  nearly  dinner- 
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time.  Let  me  dress  and  dine,  and  then, 
you  know,  my  dear  mother,  we  shall  have 
all  the  evening  before  us." 

"  Tell  me  one  thing,  Guy,"  asks  his  mo- 
ther, anxiously  detaining  him,  "  you  forgot 
to  say  in  your  letter — does  she  belong  to 
a  good  family  ?" 

"  You  shall  hear  all  in  good  time,"  he 
answers,  making  his  escape. 

Dinner  is  over,  the  servants  are  gone, 
and  Lady  "Wentworth  comes  over  and  seats 
herself  in  an  arm-chair  by  her  son. 

''Now,  my  dear,"  she  says,  taking  his 
hand  affectionately,  "  I  am  all  impatience." 

"  Well,  mother,"  he  answers,  returning 
the  pressure,  "it  is  for  you  to  put  ques- 
tions, and  for  me  to  answer  them.  Of 
course  you  will  want  to  know  what  she  is 
like?" 

"  Of  course ;  though  that  is  not  the  most 
important  matter  after  all." 

"  "Well,  without  undue  prejudice,  I  may 
say  that  she  is  extremely  pretty,  as  every 
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one  else  is  of  tlie  same  opinion.  Slic  is 
slim,  though  not  short,  has  lovely  eyes  and 
hair,  a  skin  like  a  white  lily ;  she  speaks 
French  better  than  English,  and  is  a  per- 
fect little  lady." 

"  I  shall  like  to  see  her,"  says  the  mother, 
smiling.  "And  I  suppose,  Guy,  you  arc 
desperately  in  love  with  her  ?" 

"  Oh !  she  is  the  dearest  little  girl  in 
the  world." 

But,  to  the  mother's  keen  ears,  the  true 
ring  is  wanting  in  the  tone. 

"  And  where  did  you  first  meet  her  ?" 

It  has  been  arranged  between  Guy  and 
Milly  how  much  is  to  be  told  to  Lady 
Weutworth — they  both  know  her  well 
enough  to  feel  that,  if  she  were  aware  of 
Dolores  having  followed  him  to  Paris,  she 
would  look  upon  it  as  utterly  unpardon- 
able, and  would  be  at  once  fatally  preju- 
diced against  her.  So  he  tells  liis  motlier 
of  his  meeting  with  her  in  the  old  Rue  Eau 
de  Robec,  of  his  wishing  to  sketch  her,  and 
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of  his  obtaining  a  tardy  permission  from 
Marcelline ;  but  lie  says  nothing  of  his 
frequent  visits,  or  the  child's  sudden  fancy 
for  him,  but  proceeds  swiftly  to  the  second 
meeting  in  Paris. 

His  mother  interrupts  him. 

"You  have  mentioned  that  she  had  a 
mother,  but  I  should  like  to  hear  a  little 
more  about  her ;  and  you  have  not  yet 
told  me  who  her  father  was." 

So  Guy,  painfully  conscious  of  the  diffi- 
culty of  the  task,  tells  her  all  he  has  heard 
of  Mrs.  Power,  of  the  letters  she  left  at  her 
death,  and  her  solitary  life  at  Rouen.  At 
each  word  the  mother's  heart  sinks  lower. 
When  he  has  said  all  there  is  to  say,  an  icy 
hand  seems  to  hold  her — she  cannot  speak 
a  word.  An  unknown  illegitimate  girl 
mistress  of  AYent worth,  the  successor  of  a 
long  line  of  women  whose  connections  had 
been  sometimes  amongst  the  highest,  but 
always  unimpeachable.     And  Guy  was  not 
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committing  this  folly  on  the  spur  of  a  mad, 
unconquerable  passion  ! 

A  silence  falls  upon  both.  Guy  is  dimly, 
uncomfortably  conscious  of  what  is  taking 
place  in  his  mother's  mind,  and  he  is  not 
in  love  enough  to  combat  her  objections, 
and  hotly  take  up  the  defence  of  his  in- 
tended wife. 

When  Lady  Wentworth  speaks  again,  it 
is  in  an  altered  voice,  as  though  she  had 
suddenly  awakened  from  a  doze. 

"Ring  for  coffee,  Guy,  and  we  will  go 
into  my  room,  and  you  must  tell  me  all 
about  your  travels." 

Guy  is  glad  enough  to  change  the  sub- 
ject ;  nor  do  they  again  revert  to  it  during 
the  eveninsr.  When  his  mother  has  retired 
for  the  night,  he  betakes  himself  to  his 
room,  and,  lighting  a  cigar,  proceeds  to 
commune  with  his  own  thoughts.  ''I 
knew  she  would  take  it  badl}-,  but  this 
is  worse  than  I  expected.  Very  likely 
she   will    refuse   to   receive   Dolores   here 
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until    she     comes    as    my    wife.      "Well," 
sighing,    "  I    suppose    it   is     not    a   very 
good  business.     I  wonder  why   Fate  was 
pleased   to   turn  my  steps  to  Paris,    and, 
above  all  things,  into  the  Louvre,  on  that 
identical  morning.     I   daresay  she  would 
have    been    happy    enough    with    him    if 
she  hadn't  met  me.     And,"  with  a  groan, 
"  what  am  I  going  to  do  with  her  all  my 
life  ?      One    can't   force    love ;    and    per- 
haps  she  will  grow  to   hate    me  in  time, 
when  she  finds  I'm  a  very  mediocre  sort  of 
fellow,  instead  of  the  hero  she  has  set  up 
in  her  poor  foolish  little  heart.     I  wonder 
why  on  earth  one  was  sent  into  this  world 
at  all,  or,  once  here,  why  we  can't  be  allowed 
to  be  happy  ?     I  used  to  be  happy  enough 
until  last  year — the  world  was  good  enough 
for  me  then ;  I   seemed  to  have  dropped 
into  an  easy,  comfortable  life — hunting  and 
shooting,  yachting  and  women's  society.     I 
could  enjoy  them  all  to  the  full  ;  and  now 
somehow  I  don't  seem  to  care  for  any  of 
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them.  And  all  tliis  is  the  doing  of  one 
woman,  and  no  fault  of  hers  either,  God 
knows  !  I've  fancied  myself  in  love  plenty 
of  times  before,  but  it  was  always  pleasant, 
and  never  interfered  with  the  other  things 
I  cared  for ;  but  this  seems  to  scorch  up 
everything  else,  to  lay  all  my  life  waste  and 
bare,  and  yet  never  to  have  given  me  any- 
thing in  its  stead.  And  she  ! — Adrian  will 
break  her  heart  in  time,  as  his  father 
broke  my  mother's,  curse  him!  No,  I 
don't  mean  that — God  forgive  me  for  say- 
ing anything  bitter  against  the  dead ;  but 
only  to  think  of  men  having  such  women 
as  those,  and  not  caring  for  them !  I  used 
to  feel  it  was  such  a  good  thing  only  to 
live,  but  now  I  think  I  should  be  glad  to  be 
well  out  of  it." 
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